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To ber Gract the 


Ducheſs of RICIHMOND. 


AD A AM. 


HE Reputation that this PLAY rcecived 0 
T the Stage, ſome few Errors excepted, was 

more than I could well hope from ſo cenſori- 
us an Age, from whom I atk but fo much 
eceſſary Praiſe, as will ſerve once or twice a Year 
x moſt, to gain their good Company, and juſt 
keep me alive. 


There is not naw that Mankind that was then, 
| When as the Sun, and Man, did ſeem to ſtrive 
' ( Foint-Tenants of theoIWirid ) who ſhould ſurvive : 
ben, if a flow pac'd Stur had flo n away 
From the Obſerver's marking, he might ſtay 
Two or Three hundred Years to ſee't again, 
And then make up his Obſervation plain. 
| Dr. DoxN.. 


For it ia impoſſible in our limited Time (and I 
bring his Opinion to back my own, who is, with- 
out Compariſon, the beſt Writer of the Age) to 
preſent our Judges a Poem half fo perfect as we 
could make it. I muſt acknowledge, Madam, with 
al Humility, I ought to have taken more Time, 

A 3 and 
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* 

and more Pains, in this Tragedy, becauſe it i; deci U 

cated to your Grace, who, being the bit Judge. . 4 
— - 87 


„ 


1 


(and therefore can, when You plaſe, make us 
wemble) vet with exceeding Mercy have pardoned 
tine Lciccts of TIecdiſtass, and giwen it our in ne = : 
Approbation. My Genius, Madam, was Your Fa. Leut 
Vu lc, When the Pot was unknown ; and openly xls: 
recet:ed Yuur Smiles, before I had the Honour t 10 10 
bar Your CGirace the mott ſubmiftve Gratitude for ſou 
% HuthiiGcus and advantageous a Protection, Jo leave 
let the W onld, 1060, know, that you do not think 
ir ben at You tw be Mi ouſly Good; even from 1 
tie txiremett He bts to diſcern the loweſt Cree * 
tres, and give them all the noble it InRluence cn Thc 
can; 1 ou brought Her Royal Highneſs juſt at the — 
exizent Iime, whote ſingle Preſence, on the Poet: Or 
Day, is 2 Subſiſtence for him all the Year after. 
Ah, adam, if all the ſhort-lived Happineſs, that 
.iſerabie Poets can enjoy, conſiſts in Commendation | ; 
only; nay, it the moſt Part are content with popu- 
lar Breath, and even for that are thankful; How 0 
thall I expreſs myſelf to your Grace, who, by a - 
particular Goodneſs, and innate Sweetneſs, merely }** 
for the Sake of doing well, have thus raiſcd me 


above myſelf? To have your Grace's Favour, is, in 1 
a word, to have the Applauſe of the whole Court, > 


who are its nobleſt Ornament; magniicentand eter- 41 
nal Praiſe. Something there is in your Mien, ſo , 
much above that we vulgarly call charming, that, |; 
to me, it ſeems Adorable; and Your Preſence al- 
moſt Divine, whoſe dazzling and majeſtic Form i A 
a proper Manſion for the moſt elevated Soul. And |; 
let me tell the World, nay, fi.hing, fpeak it to 2 | 
barbarous Age (I cannot help calling it ſo, when ge 
I think of Rome or Greece) Your extraordinary * * 
ot 


; Cech 
Jude, 
ke us 
"Cond 
| in. ne 
ur Fa. 
Dopenly 
our ty 
de for 

10 
think 
| from 
Crea- 
e You 
at the 


Or ſuch as need ſinall Change at the lajt Day. 
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vr Heroic Poetry is not the leaſt Argument to ſhew 
he Greatneſs of your Mind, and Fulneſs of Per- 


action. To hear Y ou {peak with that infinite Sweet- 


ifs and Chearfulneſs of Spirit, that is natural to 
Your Grace, is, methinks, to hear our tutelar An- 
ls; It is to bemoan the preſent malicious Limes, 
nd remember the Golden Age. But, to behold 
You too, is to make Prophets quite forget their 
Jeaven, and bind the Poets with eternal Rapture. 


er pure and eloquent Blood 

Spoke in her Checks, and fs diſtinctly wrought, 
| That ane mi ght almoſt jay, her Body thought. 
Vu, fer whije Body God mude better Clay, 
Or tack Souls Stuff, juch as hall late decay, 


r. Dox x. 


Ziphares and Semandra were firſt Your Crace's 


" Fwourites: And, though I ought not, A, to 


miſe Your Wit by Your Judgment of my Paint- 


ings, yet I muſt ſay, Such Characters every Dauber 
annot draw. 
That I abound in ungoverned Fancy; but, I hape, 


It has been obſerved againſt me, 


the World will pardon the Sallies of Youth : Age, 
Deſpondence, and Dullneſs, come too faſt of them- 
kives, I difcommend no Man for keeping the 
aten Road; but I am ſure the noble Hunters that 
blow the Game, muſt leap Hedges and Ditches 
ometimes, and run at all, or never come into the 


Full of the Quarry. My Comfort is, I cannot be 
bo ridiculous a Creature to any 


Man, as I am to 
myſelf: For who ſhould know the Houſe ſo well as. 
the Good Man at Home? Who, when his Neigh- 
'bours come to ſec him, till ſets the beſt Rooms to 
new; and, if he be not a wild Aſs, keeps the Rub- 


| A 4 


biſh 
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tiſh and Lumber in ſome dark Hole, whither ng. 
body comes but himſelf, to mortify at melancho] 
Hours. But how then, Madam, in this unſuitable 
Condition, how ſhall I anſwer the infinite Honours 
and Obligations Your Grace has laid upon me? 
Your Grace, who is the moſt beautiful Idea of 
Love and Glory; who, to that Divine Compoſi- 
tien, have the nobleſt and beſt natured Wit in the 
old. All I can promiſe, Madam, and am able 
to pertorm, is, that Your Grace ſhall never ſee 3 
Play of mine, that ſhall give Ottence to Mode 
aid Virtue; and what | humbly offer to the World, 
ihall be of Uſe at leaſt, and, f 

tation; which is, or ought to be, I am ſure, the 
;1elign of ail Tragedies and Cemedies, both antient 
and modern, I ſhould preſume to promiſe myſel!, 
too, fume Succeſs in Things of this Nature, if your 
Grace (in whom the Charms of Beauty, Wit, and 
i codneſs, ſeem reconciled) at a leiſure Hour would 


condeicend to correct, with your excellent Judg- 


ment, the Errors of, 


MAD A M, 
Your GRACE's moſt Humble, 
A Obedient, 


and Devated Servant, 


hope, deſerve Imi- 


\\ 


That 


Vet 1 
da 
They 


The 


11 


IC doly — 


rh ee UV E 


npoſi- I T long oppre/s'd, and fill d at laſt with Rage, 
Thus, in a jullen Mood, rebukes the Aze : 

m able N Loads e Fame do modern Heroes bear, 

r fee 3 | For an ingloriour, long, aud lazy War ! 

odeſty Who for ſome Skirmiſh, er a /afe Retreat, 

Vorld, Nat to be dragg'd te Battle} are call'd Great. 


e Imi. | Jt, oh, cht de anb:tious Stoteſmen gain, 
e, the Who into private C all Nations drain? 
3 * £ ] ; , 
. 1 2 * [ 1 45 x 1 2 * r 
ntient Wha: Sums e, Gold the; hoard, is daily know: 


ir Jo all Ben's Coſt, and ſometimes to their cen. 
2 's ar La ter tas, that like an Otes Catel, 
your That droxuns the Market Hieegt! rs in the Stalls, 0 
That ſeem be got, conceru'd, and born in Braas, 
wou Vit thrives : He aud vis Crond get <vhat they fle, 
Judg- ſwarming al! Term=time thro' the Strand lite Becs, 0 
They buz, at Weſtminſter, ard ye for Fees, 
The God!y, too, their Þ, a;5 of Getting have; 
But none ſo much as your Fanatic Knawve : 
Iifely the awcalthieft Livings they refuſe, 
Who by the fatieft Biſhopricks wwou!d loſe ; 
Woo wwith fort Hair, large Enrs, and ſmall blues Bare, 
True Rogues ] their own, not God's Elect, cemmand. 
ler Pigs, then, be prophane ; but Rroths alkw'd ; 
Pact, and Chriſtian Caudtes, may be pord c 
| Weet-helps, to reinforce a Brother's Brood : 
Therefore each Female Saint be doth ad vi, t 


” 


With Greans, and Hums, and Ha's, and googling Eyes, 
Jo rub him dotun, and make the Sfirit re; 
While, æuith his Zeal, tranſportes from 1he Ground, 
He mounts, aud ſandtifes the Sijt:r5 round. 
On Poets only no kind Star er ſitil die 
ce, Car Fate has damn'd em, ery Mother's Child: 
| 4 5 T horefar + 


1 10 J 


TBeręfere he warns his Brothers of the Stage, 
To write no more fer an ungrateful Age. 

T hink what penurious Maſters you hae ſerv'd ; 
Taſſo ran mad, and noble Spencer flarw'd. 
Turn then, auhc er thou art, thou canſt write well, 
T hy Ink to Gall, and in Lament excel : 
Ferſavear all Honeſty, traduce the Great, 
Grow impudent, and reil againſt the State; 
Burſting <vith Spleen, abroad thy Paſquils jend, 
And che jome Libel: ſpreader for thy Friend. 
The Wit and Want :f Timon point thy Mind, 
And fer thy Satir e /ubjett chooſe Mankind. 


. . hl 


HRICE happy they, that never wrote before; 
Flow pleas' d and bold they quit the ſafer Shore ! 
Like forme new Captain of the City Bands, 
Fhat, with big Looks, in Finſbury commands 
Swell d with huge Ale, he cries, Beat, beat the Drum; 
Pox «the French King! Uds- bud, let him come : 
Give me Jen thouſand Red Coats, and Allo! 
He'll fr bis Crequi and his Conde teo. 
Thus they cung Scribllrs Mankind's Senſe d. {dat n; 
For Ignorance is ſure to make em vain; 
But, far from Vanity, or dang rous Pride, 
Vir cautious Poet courts you to his Side; 
For why fbeuld yeu be ſrorn'd to whom are due 
All the gocd Days that ever Authors knew ? 


Je Pit and Boxes mate the Poet dine, 

Aud he carce drinks but of the Critics Wire. 
Oli B"-iters Heu Id net for Vain-glery ſtrive, 
Ms ike old 1 .it os think boa ta thrive; 


[fr ever gay, tis you that make em fine ; | 


. 


| LE fond 


# leaſt 
lobe an. 
ihe dot: 
4“ ſu 
ut her 
int ict 


2 


1 1 


„ fond of ev T hing their Keepers ay, 

# leaſt till they can live without a Play ; 

like ane oh knows the Trade, and has been bit; 

e dotes and faxwuns upon her wealthy Cit, 5 
ud ſuears ſhe loves him, merely for his Wit. 

further, mere untaught than a Walloon, 

tick and ugly, like an old Baboon, j 
hs ſwears, 15 an accompliſh'd Beau Gargon : 


{I Hearts in City, Toxun, and Court, ſhe fires; 


"urns with all Winds, and ſails with all Deſires ; 0 


ung callozv Lords, lean Knights, and driv ling Sgui res. 
ein re/itleſs Flatt'ry finds her Ends, 

ves Thanks fer Fools, and mates ye all her Friend;. 
ald wiſe Poets ſooth an aukward Age; 

''r they are Projtitutes upon the Stage. 

aud on Points xwere fool: and ill-bred, 

r a Lady to be nice in Bed: 

illi alone muſt their Performance meaſure, 

6 may turn em &v'ry Hoy for Pla are. 


A 6 Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonæ, 1774. 


At DRU RT LANE. 


Turobos tus, - Mr. Brereton. my 
Varants, =«< - — Mr. Barry. 

Marcian, « — Mr. Aichin. 

Lucius, = Mr. 4 
ATT1cvs, Chief Prieſt, - Mr. 7. Aiclin. 

LeonTiNE, = = Mr. Hurf. 

ARANTHES, =« — Mr. Da vier. 


nous. 


PULCHERIA, =» = Miſs Sherry. 
ATHENA1S, = - Mrs. Barry, 


ATTENDANTS, SINGERS.. 


The SCENE Conſtautinople. 


— 
—_— 


— 


THEODOSIUS: 


o R, 


The Force of Love. 


— 


— ae. 


Aer e L 


4 flately Temple, which repreſents the Chriſtian * as 


in its firſt Magni ice; being but lately eftablijhed at 
Rome and Conſtantinople. The Side-Scenes ſhew the 


| horrid Tortures, with which the Roman Tyrants perſe- 


cuted the Church : And the flat Scene, which is the Li- 
mit of the Proſpet, diſcovers an Altar richly aderned; 
before it Conſtantine, /uppo/ed, kneels, with Commanders 
about him, gazing at à bloody Croſs in the Air; which 
being encompaſſed with many Angels, offers itſelf to View, 
with theſe Words diſtinctly written; In hoc Signo vin- 
ces. Inſtruments are heard, and many Attendants : The 
Miniſters at Divine Service walk bufily up and down, 
till Atticus, the chief of all the Priefls, and Succeſſor of 
Se. Chryſoſtom, in rich Robes, comes forward with the 
Philoſopher Leontine ; the Waiters in Ranks bowing all 
the Way before bim. 


A. CHnorvUus heard at. a Diſtance, 


P* EPARE, prepare! the Rites begin; 
Let none unhallow'd enter in! 
The Temple with new Glory ſhines; - 
Adorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
And purge the Place from Sin. 
Arricvs. 
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ATT1ICUus, 


ge 


H, Leontine! was ever Morn like this, 
Since the celeſtial Incarnation dawn'd ? 
I think no Day, fince that, ſuch Glory gare 
To Chriſtian Altars, as this Morning brings. 
Lecnt. Great Succeſſor of holy Chry/oftom, 
What ſhall I anſwer ? How ſhall I approach you, 
Since my Converſion, which your Breath inſpir'd ? 
Attic. To ſee this Day, the Emperor of the Eaſt 
Leaves all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, 
To undergo the Penance of a Cloiſter; 
Methinks, O Lecntine l "tis ſomething more 
Than yet Philoſophy could ever reech. 


Leont, True, Atticus; you have amaz'd my Reaſon. 
Artic. Vet more. To our Religion's laſting Honour, 


Mariana and Flavilla, Two young Virgins, 
Imperial born, caſt in the faireſt Mould 
That e'er the Hands of Beauty form'd for Woman ; 
To-day, with Theode/ius, leave the World. 
Lecut. Methinks, at ſuch a glorious Reſignation 
Th' angelic Orders ſhould at once deſcend, 
To give full Grace to ſuch triumphant Zeal. 
Attic. No, Leentine : I fear there is a Fault; 
For, when I laſt confeſs'd the Emperor, 
He only anſwer'd me with Sighs and Bluſhes. 
"Tis ſure, his Soul is of the tend'reſt Make; 
Therefore U11 tax him ſtrictly: But, my Friend, 
Why ſhould I give his Character to you, 
Who, when his Father ſent him into Pera, 
Were by that mighty Monarch then appointed 
To breed him with his Son, the Prince Yaranes ? 
Leont. And what will raiſe your Admiration, is, 
That Two ſuch diff*frent Tempers ſhould agree. 
You know that Theod:/ius is compo»>'d 
Of all the Softneſs that ſhould make a Woman: 
Judgment, almoſt like Fear, foreruns his Actions; 


And 
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| And he will poiſe an Injury fo long, 
As if he had rather pardon than revenge it. 
But the young Perſian Prince, quite oppoſite, 
do fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly, 
May ſee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face: 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe fo diff'rent Tempers, 
Till I at laſt had form'd a perfect Union, 
4; if Two Souls did but inform One Body. 
4 Friendſhip that may challenge all the World, 
Ard, at the Proof, be matchleſs! 
Attic. I long to read | 
This gallant Prince, who, as you have inform'd me, 
Comes from his Father's Court to ſee our Emperor, 
Leent, So he intended, till he came to Athers, 
ind at my homely Board beheld my Daughter ; 
Where, as Fate order'd, ſhe, who never ſaw 
The Glories of a Court, 
Caſcill'd in Charms, but thoſe which Nature gave her, 
Wounded this ſcornful Prince: In ſhort, he forc'd me 
To wait him thither, with Ceep Proteitations, 
That Moment that bereft him of the Sight 
Of 4thenais, gave him certain Death. 
zut ſee, my Daughter, honour'd with his Preſence, 


| Furs Vermes and Adiencts.. 


ara. "Tis ſtrange! O Athenais! wondrous all! 

Vondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars! 

The Martyrs, tho' but drawn in painted Flames, 

zmaze me with the Image of their Suff*rings : 

wints canoniz'd, that dar'd with Roman Tyrants: 

lermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed with Angels: 

„ Oro/mades ! it is wond'rous all! 

Taat bloody Croſs, in yonder azure Sky, 

wove the Head of kneeling Conſtantine ; 

aſcrib'd about with golden Characters, 

ben ſhalt o'ercoma in this : If it be true, 

le again, by Heav'n, tis woncrous range. 
Athen, 
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Athen. O Prince, if thus Imagination ſtirs you, 

A Fancy rais'd from Figures in dead Walls, 
How would the ſacred Breath of Atticus 
Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your Droſs away, 
And drive this 4:henais from your Soul. 

Vara. What ſays my Fair? Drive Athenais from me 
And what is ſhe, alas! that ſhould ſupplant thee ? 
Were ſhe the Miſtrefs of the World, as fair 
As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns, 

And thou ſet by in Nature's plaineſt Dreſs, 
With that chaite modeſt Look, when firſt I ſaw thee 
The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher ; [ Recorders ready 
I ſwear, by all I wiſh, by all I love, to fleurijh. 
Glory and thee, I would not loſe a Thought, 
Nor calt an Eye that Way, but ruſh to thee, 
To theſe lov'd Arms, and loſe myſelf for ever. 
Athen. Forbear, my Lord. 
Fara. O cruel, Athenais / 
Why doſt thou put meoff, who pine to Death? 
And thruſt me from thee, when I would approach thee ? 
Can there be aught in this ? Curſe then thy Birth-right, 
Thy glorious Titles, and ill ſuited Greatneſs, 
Since Athenais ſcorns thee: "Fake again 
Your ill tim'd Honours: Take 'em, take em, Gods! 
And change me to ſome humble Villager, 
If fo at laſt, for Toils at ſcorching Noon, 
In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, 
At Night ſhe will but crown me with a Smile, 
Or reach the Bounty of her Hand to bleſs me. 
Athen. hay Princes ſpeak, their Subjects ſhould be 
ent: 
Yet, with Humility, I would demand, 
Wherein appears my Scorn, or my Averſion? 
Have I not for your Sake abandon'd Home, 
Where I had vow'd to ſpend my calmer Days! 
But you, perhaps, imagine it but little 
For a poor Maid to follow you abroad, 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Leonzine ! 
Yet I muſt tell you, Prince 


Lara. 


Eee 288 


= 


thee? 
ight, 


ds! 


Id be 


Vara. 
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Fara. I cannot bear 
Thoſe Frowns : I have offend:d, but forgive me. 
For who, O Athenatis, that is toſs'd 
With ſuch tempeſtuous Tides of Love as I, 
Can ſteer a ſteady Courſe? Ectire, my Fair: 
[ Recorders flouriſh. 
Hark! the Solemnities are now beginning, 
And Theodeſius comes; hide, hide thy Charms, 
If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 
The Royal Youth, who dotes to Death for Love, 
I fear, would forfeit all his Vows to Heav'n, 
And fix upon the World, thy World of Beauty. [ Exeuns. 


Eater Theodofius /cading Marina and Flavilla (all Three 


dreffed in White) followed by Pulcheria. 


Theo, Farewell, Pulcheria! and, I pray, no more: 


For all thy kind Complaints are loſt upon me. 


Have I not ſworn, the World and I muſt part ? 

Fate has proclaim'd it: Therefore weep no more; 
Wound me not with thy Tears, and I will tell thee, 
Yet, ere I take my laſt Farewel for ever, 

The Cauſe of all my Suff rings: Oh, my Siſter ! 

A bleeding Heart, the Stings of pointed Love, 


What Conſtitution, ſoft as mine, can bear? 


Pulch. My Lord, my Emperor, my deareſt Brother, 
Why all this while did you conceal it from me ? 

Theo. Becauſe I was aſham'd to own my Weakneſs : 
I knew thy ſharper Wit, and ſtricter Wiſdom 
Would dart Reproofs, which I could not endure. 
Draw near, O Atticus! and mark me well: 


For never yet did my complaining Spirit 
| Unlade this weighty Secret upon him, 


Nor groan a Syllable of her Oppreſſion. 
Attic. Concealment was a Fault; but ſpeak at large. 
Make bare the Wound, and I will pour in Balm. 
Theo. Tis Folly all, and Fondneſs Oh, Re- 
membrance! 
Why doſt thou open thus my Wound again, 


And 


$$ THEODOUOS Us: Or, 


And from my Heart call down thoſe warmer Drops * 
That make me die with Shame? Hear then, Palcheria! 5 + 
Some few preceding Days before | left Y 
The Perfan Court, hunting one Morning early, Th 
I loſt myſelf and all the Company, 7 


Still wand'ring on, as Fortune would died me, Th 
FE paſt a Rivulet, and lighted in * 


The ſweeteſt Solitude I ever ſaw ! = 
When ſtrait, as if Inchantment had been there, an 
Two charming Vcices drew me, till I came To 
Where divers Arbours overlook'd the River. T« | 
Upon the Oter Bank Two Women ſat, Bet 
Who, when their Sang was ended, talked to One, 1 
Who bathing ſto:d fer in the cryſtal Stream: Of 
But, ch! what '{hought can paint that tair Perfedkion, 5 
Or give a Glim pl: of tuch a naked Glory! N 
Not Sea-born Jenn, in the Courts beneath, 1 
When the green Nymphs firſt k iſs'd her coral Lips, | 
All poliſh'd, fair, and waſh'd with orient Beavty, W. 
Could in my dazzling Fancy match her Brightnels. 825 
Attic. Think where you are. | Ap 
Theo. Oh! Sir, you muſt forgive me. | — 
The chaſte enthuſiaſtic ſorm appears, Ne 
As when I ſaw her; yet I ſwear, Pulcheria, | 
Had cold Diana been a Looker on, 
She muſt have prais'd the Virtues of the Virgin: 
From her naked Boſom, } 
Down to her Knees, the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: u 
But, oh! for me, for me, that was too much! Ty 


Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her Breaſts, Ne 
So nicely ſhap'd, ſo matchleſs in their Luſtre; 


Such All-Perfe&ion, that I took whole Draughts * 
Of killing Love, and ever ſince have languiſh'd = 
With ling'ring Surfeits of her Fatal Beauty! | An 
Oh, Atticus“ To 
Forgive me; for my Story now is done: Oh 


The Nymph was dreſt, and with her Two Companions, 8, 
Having deſcry'd me, ſhriek'd, and fled away, 
Leaving me, motionleſs, tall Leontrne, 


Th' 


| 
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Th' Inſtructor of my Youth, by chance came in, 
And wak'd me from the Wonder that entranc'd me. 
Artic. Behold, my Lord, the Man whom you have 
nam'd, 
Tre Harbinger of Prince Farane; here, 
Thea. Oh, Leontiat! Fenthoufund Welcomes meet thee 7 
Thou Foſter Father of my tender Youth. 
Now, by the Najeſty divine, that awes 
This ſacred Place, 1 ſwear you muit not kneel ; 
And tell me, fur | have a Thouſand Things 
To aſk the», where, where is my godlike Friend? 
Is he arriv'd, and ſhall I fee his Face, 
before I'm cloiſter'd from the World for ever? 
Leont. He comes my Lord, with all th' expecting Joys 
Of a young promis'd Lover, From his Eyes 
Big Hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy forms 
Nothing but Theodofrus ſtill before him; 
| His Thought, his ev'ry Word, is Theodeftus. 


a! 


Theo. Yet, Leontine, yet anſwer me once more ; 
With Tremblings [ demand thee. 
Say— Haſt thou ſeen? Oh! has that heav'nly Form 
; Appear'd to thee again? Behold he's dumb: 
| Proceed then to the folemn laſt Farewell ; 
Never was Man fo willing and prepar'd. 


: 
4 


| 


Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants. 


"ara, Where is my Friend? Oh, where is my Belov'd, 
My Theodo/ius ? Point him out, ye Gods, l 
WP That I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms, 
© |} Devour him thus with over haſty Joys, 

That languiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of Breath, 
And cannot utter more. 
Theo, Thou mightieſt Pleaſure ! 
| And greateſt Blefhng, that kind Heav'n could ſend, 
| To glad my parting Soul! a Thouſand Welcomes ! 
Oh! when I look on thee, new Starts of Glory 
{ S:ring in my Breaſt, and with a backward Bound 
Irun the Race of luſty Youth again. | 
Th Firs. 


n: 
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Fara. By Heav'n it joys me too, when I rememher 
Our Thouſand Paſtimes when we borrow'd Names; 
Alcides I, and thou my deareſt T he/eus ; 

When thro” the Woods we chas'd the foaming Boar, 

With Hounds that open'd like Thefalian Bulls, 

Like Tigers flu'd, and ſanded as the Shore, 

With Ears, and Chefts, that daſh'd the Morning Dew; 

Driv'n with a Spurt, as Ships are toſt in Storms, 

We ran like Winds, and matchleſs was our Courſe: 

Now ſweeping o'er the Limit of a Hill; 

Now with a Rl Career come thund'ring down 

The Precipice, and ſweat along the Vale. | 
Theo. Oh glorious Time! and when the gath'ring 

Clouds 

Have call'd us Home, ſay, did we reſt, my Brother? 

When on the Stage, to the admiring Court, 

We ſtrove to repreſent Alcide“ Fury, 

In all that raging Heat and Pomp of Madneſs, 

With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him: 

So lively drawn, and painted with ſuch Horror, 

That we were forc'd to give it o'er; ſo loud 

The Virgins ſhriek'd, fo faſt they dy'd away. 

Vara. My Theodofius ſtill: *tis my lov'd Brother x 
And, by the Gods, we'll ſee thoſe Times again 
Why then has Rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriſtian Enthuſiaſm had charm'd thee from us; 
That, drawn by Prieſts, and work'd by Melancholy, 
Thou hadſt laid the golden Reins of Empire down, 
And ſworn thyſelf a Yotary for ever. 

Theo. Tis almoſt true, and had not you arriv'd, 
The ſolemn Buſineſs had by this been ended. 

This I have made the Empreſs of the Eaft, 
My elder Siſter : Theſe with me retire, 
Devoted to the Pow'r whom we adore. : 

Vara. What Pow'ris that, that merits ſuch Oblations: 
I thought the Sun more great and glorious 
Than any that e'er mingled with the Gods ; 

Yet, ev'n to him, my Father never offer'd 
More than a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes. 2 
0 
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er 

; Now, by thoſe golden Beams that glad the World, 
I ſwear it is too much; for One of theſe, 

, But half ſo bright, our God would drive no more; 


| He'd leave the darken'd Globe, and in ſome Cave 
Enjoy ſuch Charms for ever. 
ew; Attic. My Lord, forbear ! 
Such Language does not ſuit with our Devotion ; 
Nothing prophane muſt dare to murmur here, 
Nor ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the Place. 
Yet thus far we muſt yield ; the Emperor 
Isnot enough prepar'd to leave the World. 
Vara. Thus low, moſt rev'rend of this ſacred Place, 
I kneel for Pardon, and am half converted, 

* By your Permiſſion, that my Theodofrus 

Return to my Embraces! O, my Brother ! 

Why doſt thou droop ? There will be Time enough 

For Pray'r and Faſting, and religious Vows ; 

| Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, 

All the Magnifcence of Eaftern Courts. 

I hate to walk a lazy Life away : 

Let's run the Race which Fate has ſet before us, 
F And poſt to the dark Goal. 

Attic. Silence and Rev'rence are the Temple's Dues : 

] Therefore, while we purſue the ſacred Rites, 
Be theſe obſerv'd, or quit the awful Place. 


ring 


| Atticus Ange. 
Attic. Canft thou, Marina, leave the World, 
The World that is Devation's Bane : 
Where Crowns are toft, and Sceptres burPd, 
| Where Luſt and proud Ambition reign? 


ions! Say, Vortariet, can this be done? + 
While wwe the Grace divine implore, 
The World has loft, the Baith's won; 
And Sin ſhall never charm ye more. 


Now Marina The Gate to Bliſs does open fland, 
| A. And all my Penance is in View; 
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The World, upon the ether Hand, 
Cries out, Oh, do not bid adieu 


1f aught that's vain my Thoughts poſſe/:, 
Or any Paſſions govern here, 

But what Divinity may bleſs ; 
Oh, may I never enter there ! 


Flavilla y Haſte then, Oh haſte ! and take us in, 
fings. : For euer lock Religion's Door; 
Secure us from the Charms of Sin, 
And let us ſee the World no more. 


—_— Hark ! hark ! behold the hra v' uly Chair: 
ſings. 3 They cleave the Air in bright Attire : 
And fee, his Lute each Angel brings! 
And, bart, divinely thus 55 fengs ! 
To the Powers divine all Glory be given, 
By Men upon Earth, and Angels in Heaven. 


Scene ſhuts ; and all the Prieſts, auith Marina and 
Flavilla, d:/appear. 


Pulch. For ever gone! for ever parted from me! 
Oh! Theodoftus, ll this cruel Moment, 
I never knew how tenderly I lov'd 'em; 
But on this everlaſting Separation, 
Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time 
Of Diſſolution points me to the Grave. 
Theo. Oh! my Yaranes, does not now thy Temper 
Bate ſomething of its Fire ? Doſt thou not melt 
In mere Compaſſion of thy Siſter's Fate, 
And cool thyſelf with one relenting Thought? 
Fara. Yes, my dar'd Soul rolls inward ; Melancholy, 
Which I ne'er felt before, now comes upon me; 
And I begin to loath all human Greatneſs: 
Oh! ſigh not, then, nor thy hard Fate deplore ; 
For, *tis reſolv'd, we will be Kings no more: 
We'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be our Guide; 
Love that's more worth than all the World beſide. 


Princes 


7 


The Ferce of Love. 23 


Princes are barr'd the Liberty to roam; 
The fetter'd Mind ſtill languiſhes at Home: 


In golden Bands ſhe treads the thoughtful Round : 
Bus'neſs and Cares eternally xs, 


« And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, 
„ She's clogg'd with Sceptres, and to Crowns con- 
4 fin'd.“ [ Excunt. 


ACT BB SCENE 1 


Euter Pulcheria, Julia, Attendants. 


PULCHERIA. 


F HESE Packets for the Emperor Honorius; 
Be ſwift, let th' Agent haſte to Rme.— 
I hear, my Julia, that our General 
Is from the Gorhs return'd with Conqueſt home. 
Jul. He is. To-day I ſaw him in the Preſence, 
Sharp to the Courtiers, as he ever was, 
Becauſe they went not with him to the Wars: 
To you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your Hand. 
Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt Fu/:a: Oft Pve told thee 
The Secret of my Soul: If &er | marry, 
' Marcian's my Huſband ; he's a Man, my Julia, 
Whom Pve ſtudied long, and found him perfect: 
Old Rome at ev'ry Glance looks through his Eyes, 
And kindles the Beholders ! Some ſharp Atoms 
Run through his Frame, which I could wiſh were out: 
He fickens at the Softneſs of the Emp'ror, | 
And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court; 
ſighs, comparing it with what Rome was. 


Enter Marcian and Lucius. 


Pulch. Ha! who are theſe that dare profane this Place 
With more than barb'rous Infolence ! | 


Marc. 
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Marc. At your Feet, P, 
Behold, I caſt the 3 of theſe Offenders, M 
And kneel to kiſs your Hand. Tha 

Pulch. Put up your Sword, [ hat 
And, e'er I bid you welcome from the Wars, Ia y 
Be ſure you clear your Honour of this Rudeneſs; Yet 
Or, Marcian, leave the Court. Tha 

Marc. Thus then, Madam : This 
The Emperor receiv'd me with Affection, | Did 
Embrac'd me for my Conqueſts, and retir'd ; Scor 
When on a ſudden all the gilded Flies Nor 
That buz about the Court, came flutt'ring round me; II T 
This, with affected Cringes, and minc'd Words, Aut! 
Begs me to tell my Tale of Victories, Let! 
Which done, he thanks me, flips behind his Fellow, Of a 
Whiſpers him in the Ear, then ſmiles and liſtens, | Effer 

Mak 


While I relate my Story once again: 
A Third comes in, — aſks me the ſame Favour ; For, 
Whereon they laugh, while I, ſtill ignorant, And 
Go on ; but one behind, more impudent, | 
Strikes on my Shoulder; then they laugh'd outrightz Shou 
But then I, gueſſing the Abuſe too late, | Pu 
Return'd my Knight behind a Box o' th* Ear; M 
Then drew, and briefly told them they were Raſcals. | Hef 
They, laughing ſtill, cry'd out, The General's muſty; And 


Whereon I drove em, Madam, as you ſaw. To y 
This is in ſhort the Truth: I leave the Judgment Why: 
To your own Juſtice : If I have done ill, Pi 
Sentence me, and I'll leave the Court for ever. Of t 
Pulch. Furſt, you are welcome, Marcian, from the Wars; DM 
And ſtill, whene'er Occaſion calls for Arms, lam 
Heav'n ſend the Emperor a General 3 
Renown'd as Marcien! As to what is paſt, o 
I think the World will rather praiſe than cenſure ITbat 
Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you the Action. mt 
Marc. Gods Gods! and thou great Founder of old For: 
Rome! Of o 

What is become of all that mighty Spirit, Coul 


That rais'd our Empire to a Fitch fo high ? WY P. 


t5 


ff old 


Pulch. 
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Pulch. Speak calmly, Marcian 
Marc. Who can be temp'rate, 
That thinks as I do, Madam? Why, here's Fellow: 
[ have ſeen him fight againſt a Troop of Vandal. 
ſn your Defence, as if he lov'd to bleed: 
Yet ev'n this Man, 
That fought ſo bravely in his Country's Cauſe, 
This excellent Man, this Morning, in the Preſence, 
Did I ſee wrong'd, before the Emperor ; 
Scorn'd and deſpis'd, becauſe he could not cringe, 
Nor plant his Feet as ſome of them could do. 
If Things are ſuffer'd to be thus, down all 
Authority, Pre-eminence, Degree, and Virtue ; 
Let Rome be never mention'd; no, i' th* Name 
Of all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever! 
| Efeminate Per/fians, and the Lydian Softneſs, 
| Make all your Fights: Marcian ſhall out no more: 
for, by my Arms, it makes a Woman of me, 
And my ſwoPa Eyes run o'er, to think this Worth, 
This fuller Honour than the whole Court holds, 
Should be ridiculous to Knaves and Fools. 
Pulch. Why did you not inform the Emperor? 
Marc. Becauſe he will not hear me. Alas, good Man, 
He flies from this bad World; and ftill when Wars 
And Dangers come, he runs to his Devotions, 
To your new Thing, I know not what you call it, 
Which Coxftantine began. 
Pulch. How, Marcian! Are not you 
Of that Religion which the Emp'ror owns? 
Marc. No, Madam; if you'll ſee my naked Thought, 
Jam not of their Principle, that take 
A Wrong; ſo far from bearing with a Foe, 
| would ſtrike firſt, like old Rome. Yes, I own 
That I deſpiſe your holy Innovations. 
Im for the Roman Gods, for Fun'ral Piles, 
For mounting Eagles, and the fanſy'd Greatneſs 
Of our — 2 Methinks my heated Spirit 
Could utter Things worth loſing of my Head. 
Puleb. Speak freely, Marcian; for I know thee honeſt. 
| B Mar-. 


Gy 
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Marc. Oh, Madam! long, long may the Emp'ror lire! 
But, I muſt lay, his gentle Diſpaition * 
Suits not, alas! the Oriental Sway. 

Pulch, I oft have blam'd my Brother moſt for this, 
That to my Hand he leaves the State-Affairs: 

And how that ſounds, you know ——— 

Marc. Forgive me, Madam ; 

I think that ail tne Greatneſs of your Sex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semiramis, 

With all the Amazonian Valour too, 

Meet in Pulcheria: Yet, I ſay, forgive me, 
If with ReiuQance I behold a Woman 

Sit at the Empire's Helm, and ſteer the World. 

Pulch. I ſtand rebuk'd 

Marc. But, Oh! I ſpeak 
The leaſt of all thoſe infinite Grievances, 

Which make the Subjects murmur: In the Army, 
Tho” I proceeded ſtill like Harniba/, 

And puniſh'd every Mutineer with Death; 

Yet, Oh! it ſtabb'd me through and through the Soul 
To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe I knew 

With Juſtice they complain'd ; for hard they fought, 
And with their Blood earn'd that forbidden Bread, 


Which ſome at Court, and great ones, though un-nam'd, : 


Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Soldiers ſtarvd— 
Pulch. Your Pity too, in mournful Fellowſhip, 
No doubt might ſooth their Murmurs. 
Marc. Yes, it did. 
That I might put em once again in Heart, 
I ſaid 'tWas true, the Emp'ror was to blame, 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful Servants, 
And paid their great Arrears by Second-hand: 
] promis'd too, when we return'd to Court, 
Things ſhould be mended 
But how! Oh Gods! forgive my Blood this Tranſport! 
To the eternal Shame of Female Counſels 
And to the Blaſt of Theodofius' Name, 
Whom never warlike Chronicle ſhall mention! 
Oh, let me ſpeak it with a Roman Spirit, 
We were receiv'd like undone Prodigals, 


By 
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eurſt ungrateful Stewards, with cold Looks, 
Who yet got all by thoſe poor Wretches Ruin. 
Madam, I've ſaid perhaps too much: If ſo, 
' matters not: for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard Ground, is ſure to fall no further. 
Pulch. I've given you patient Hearing, honeſt Marci an, 
ind, as far as I can ſee into your Temper, 
| peak my ſerious Judgment in cold Blood, 
With ſtricteſt Conſultation on the Matter; 

think, this ſeeming plain and honeſt Marcian 

exquiſite and moſt notorious Traitor. 
Marc. Ha! Traitor ! 


Pulch. Yes, a moſt notorious Traitor. 
But to the Bus'neſs; 


ut not enough, Oh Heav'n ! thou know'ſt too much! 
firſt to own yourſelf an Infidel, 
bold Contemner, ev'n to Blaſphemy, 
that Religion which we all profeſs; 
soul which your Heart's beſt Blood can ne'er ſuffice; 
it you mult dare, with a ſeditious Army, 
it, us to conſpire againſt the Emperor! 
[mention not your Impudence to me, 
amd. Taxing the Folly of my Government 
Ya. n to my Face; ſuch an Irreverence, 
ſure no barb'rous Vandal would have urg'd ; 
ides your libelling all the Court, as if 
du had engroſs'd the whole World's Honeſty ; 
d Flatt'rers, Fools, and Sycophants, and Knaves, 
ich was your Language, did inhabit here. 
oy You wreſt my honeſt Meaning, by the Gods! 
du do. 
Pulch. 1 thought the Meaning of all rational Men 
ould ſtill be gather'd out of their Diſcourſe : 
ſport! fer are you ſo imprudent, without thinking, 
lo vent ſuch Words, tho' row you fain would hide it. 
lou find the Guilt, and balk the Accuſation : 
ut think not you ſhall *ſcape ſo eaſily. 
ice more I do confront you, as a Traitor; 
ind, as I am entruſted with full Pow'r, 


By | B 2 Diveſt 


27 


ire! 
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Diveſt you, in the Name of Theodeſfus, 

Of ail your Offices, Commiſhons, Honours ; 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, 
Loval, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian. 

Marc. Gods! Gods! 

Pulch. If after three Days Space thou'rt found in Court, 
Thou dy'ſt; thy Head, thy Head ſhall pay the Forfeit. 
Now rage, now rail, and curſe the Court; 

Saucily dare abuſe the beſt of Princes, 

And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all it can; 

Do like a Madman rave; deplore thy Fortune, 
While Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to th' Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the Multitude ; 

Preach up thy Wrongs, and drive the giddy Beaſt 
To kick at Cz/ar. Nay, if thou weep'ſt, I'm gone. 
On, Julia! if I ſtay, I ſhall weep too. 

Yer *tis but juſt, that I the Heart ſhould ſee 

Of him who once muſt lord it over me. 

[ Exit Pulch. Er. 

Lic. Why do you droop, Sir—Come, no more o'this! 
You are, and ſhall be, ſtill our General ; 

Say but the Word, PI Il fill the Hippodrome 
With Squadrons that ſhall make the Emp'ror tremble; 


Thou 


My d 
We'll fie the Court about his Ears, 1 
Methinks, like Junius Brutus, I have watch'd Ath 
An Opportunity, and now it comes : Forgi 


Few Words and I are Friends; but, noble Marnan, | j,, 
If yet thou art not more than General, 4: 
Ere Dead of Night, ſay Lucius is a Coward. 

Marc. I charge thee, in the Name of all the Gods, 
Come back : I charge thee by the Name of Friend. 
All's well, and I rejoice I am no Gen'ral. | 
But huſh ; within three Days we muſt be gone: 
And then, my Friend, farewel to Ceremony. 
We'll fly to ſome far diſtant mooy Village, 
Forget our former State, and breed with Slaves: 
Sweat in the Eye of Day, and when Night comes, 
With Bodies coarſely fill'd, and vacant Souls, 
Sleep like the labour'd Hinds, and never think! 
For if I think again, I ſhall go mad. 
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Enter Leontine and Athenais, &:. 


Therefore no Thought. But ſee, we're wnterruptc.!. 
Oh Court! Oh Emperor! yet let Death threaten, 
Irn find a Time. Till then, be till my Soul. [IK 
"| Leont. So, Athenais, now our Compliment 

orient To the young Perſian Prince is at an End: 
What then remains, but that we take our cave, 
and bid him everlattingly farewel ? 

Athen. my Lord! 

Leon. I ſay that Decency requires 


MY, que ſhould be gone; nor, can you ſtay wit!. fiunour, 
a Athen. Moſt true, My Lord. 
* Leont. The Court is now at Peace, 


e Emp'ror's Siſters are retir'd for ever, 
And he himſelf compos'd : What hinders, then, 
jut that we bid adieu to Prince Yarane: ? 
þ & Athen. Ah, Sir, why will you break my LIzart * 
MD. „ Leent. | would not. 
0'tis* hon art the only Comfort of my Age : 
like an old Tree I ſtand amongſt the Storms; 
ble: Thou art the only Limb that I have left me; | She Au. 
mdie ; Ny dear green Branch! And how I prize thee, Child, 
Hleav'n only knows! Why doſt thou kneel and weep ? 
Atben. Becauſe you are fo good, and will, I hope, 
forgive my Fault, who firſt occaſion'd it. 
Leont. I charg'd thee to receive and hear the Prince. 
Athen. You did, and, O my Lord! I heard too much; 
5 oo much, I fear, for my eternal Quiet. | 
* Leont. Riſe, Athenais! credit him who bears 


ian, 


More Years than thou: Faranes has deceiv'd thee. 
Athen. How do we differ then? You judge the Prince 
mpious and baſe; while I take Heav'n to witneſs, 
think him the moſt virtuous of Men: 

here fore take Heed, my Lord, how you accuſe him 
lefore you make the Trial. Alas! Yaranes, 

£5, chou art falſe, there's no ſuch Thing on Earth 

ſolid Goodneſs, or ſubſtantial Honour. 


B 3 A thou- 
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A thouſand Times, my Lord, he has ſworn to give 
(And I believe his Oaths) his Crown and Empire, 
That Day I make him Maſter of my Heart. 


Leont. That Day he'll make thee Miſtreſs of his Power ; 


Which carries a foul Name among the Vulgar, 
No, Athenais, let me ſee thee dead, 
Horne a pale Corpſe, and gently laid in Earth; 
So I may ſay, ſhe's chaſte and dy'd a Virgin, 
Rather than view thee with theſe wounded Eyes 
Scared upon the Throne of Jaigerdes, | 
he Blatt of common Tongues, the Nobles Scorn, 
"The Father's Curſe; that is, the Prince's Whore. 
Aihen. Oh horrid Suppofition ! how I deteſt it! 
Re witnets Heav'n, that fees my ſecret Thoughts! 
No, A4ihenais ! when the Day beholds thee 
do ſcandalouſly rais'd, Pride caſt thee down, 
The Scora of Honour and the People's Prey! 
No, cruel Leontine, not to redeem 
hat aged Head from the deſcending Ax, 
Not tho” I ſaw thy trembling Body rack'd, 
Thy Wiinkles all about thee fill'd with Blood, 
Would I for Empire, to the Man I love, 
Be made the Object of unlawful Pleaſure. 
Leunt. Oh, greatly ſaid! And by the Blood which 
warms me, 
Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, 
It would improve the Virtue of the Worid, 
If ev'ry Day a thouſand Votaries, 
And thouſand Virgins, came from far to hear thee! 
Athen. Look down, ye Pow'rs; take Notice, we 
The rigid Principles ye have infus'd ; 
Yet, Oh, my noble Father, to convince you, 
Since you will have it fo, propoſe a Marriage: 
Tho' with the Thought I'm cover'd o'er with Blu 
Not that I doubt the Prince; that were to doubt 
The Heav'ns themſelves. I know he is all Truth: 
But Modeſty— | | 
The Virgin's troubleſome and conſtant Gueſt, 
That, that alone forbid 
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Leont. I wiſh to Heav'n 
There prove no greater Bar to my Relief. 
Rehold the Prince. I will retire awhile, 
And, when Occaſion calls, come to thy Aid. 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


Vara. To fx her on the Throne, to me ſeems little. 
Were I a God, yet would [I raiſe her higher; 
This is the Nature of thy Prince. But Oh! 
As to the World, thy Judgment ſoars above me, 
And I am dar'd, with this Gigantic Honour ; 
Glory forbids her Proſpect to a Crown ; 
Nor mult ſhe gaze that Way : My haughty Soul, 
That Day when ſhe aſcends the Throne of Ce 
Will leave my Body pale, and to the Stars 
Retire in Bluſhes, and quite loſt for ever. 
Aran. What do you purpoſe then? 
Vara. I know not what; 
But, ſee, ſhe comes, the Glory of my Arms, 
The only Bus'neſs of my inſtant Thought, 
My Soul's beſt Joy, and all my true Repoſe. 
| ſwear I cannot bear theſe ftrange Deſires, 
Theſe ſtrong Impulſes, which will ſhortly leave me 
Dead at thy Feet —— 
Athen. What have you found, my Lord, 
In me ſo harſh or cruel, that you fear 


To ſpeak your Griefs ? 
Vara. Firſt let me kneel and ſwear, 
And on thy Hand ſeal my religious Vow ; 
Strait let the Breath of Gods blow me from Earth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If I prefer thee not, O Athenars, 
To all the Per/ian Greatneſs ! 
- Athen. I believe you: 


For I have heard you ſwear as much before. 


Vara. Haſt thou? Oh, why then did I ſwear again 


And could no better Way expreſs my Paſſion. 
B 4 Ashes. 


* that my Love knew nothing worthĩer of thee, 
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Athen. O riſe, my Lord 
Vara. I will do every Thing 
Which Arhenais bids: If there be more 
In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 
Whiſper it, Oh ſome God, into my Ear; 
And on her Breaſt thus to her liſt'ning Soul 
' breathe the Inſpiration. Wilt thou not ſpeak ? 
What! but one Sigh, no more! can that ſuffice 
For all my vaſt Expence of prodigal Love ? 
Athen. My Lord, I dare not hear you. 
Yara. Why doſt thou frown at what thou doſt not 
know ? 
* [is an Imagination which ne'er picrc'd thee 
Yet as tis raviſhing, *tis full of Honour. 
Athen. I muſt not doubt you, Sir: But, Oh, Itremble, 
Fo think, if [/digerges ſhould behold you, 
Should hear you thus proteſting to a Maid 
Ot no Degree, but Virtue, in the World 
ara. No more of this, no more; for I diſdain 
ii Pomp, when thou art by: Far be the Noiſe 
Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 
Our kinder Stars have fteer'd another Way ! 
tee as the Foreſt-Birds we'll pair together, 
Without rememb'ring who our Fathers were; 
Fly to the Arbours, Grots, and flow'ry Meads, 
And in ſoft Murmurs, interchange our Souls ; 
"Together drink the Cryſtal of the Stream, 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields; 
And, when the golden Ev'ning calls us Home, 
Wing to our downy Neſt, and fleep till Morn. 
Athen. Ah Prince! no more, Forbear, forbear, t0 
charm me, 
Since I am doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. 
Vara. Hold, Athenais 


Athen. I know your royal Temper, 
And that high Honour reigns within your Breaſt, 
Which would diſdain to waſte ſo many Hours 
Wich one of humble Blood compar'd to you; h 
Unleſs ſtrong Paſſion ſway'd your Thoughts to love bet. 
| T heretor: 


ve her. 
ereſote 
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Therefore receive, O Prince! and take it kindly, 

For none on Earth but you could win it from me, 

Receive the Gift of my eternal Love; 

'Tis all I can beſtow, nor is it little; 

For ſure a Heart ſo coldly chaſte as mine, 

No Charms but yours, my Lord, could e'er have warm'd ! 
Vara. Well have you made Amends, by this laſt Com- 


fort, 


For the co!d Dart you ſhot at me before. 

For this laſt Goodneſs, Oh, my 4rhera:s / 

(For now me:hinks, I ought to call you Mine!) 

| empty ail my Soul in 'Thanks before you : 

Yet oh! one Fear remains; like Death it chill. me ; 

Why my relenting Love did talk of parting ! 
dthen. Look there, and ceaſe your Wonder: I have 


. {worn 


Tobey my Father; and ne calls me hence 


Euter Leontine. 


Vara. Ha, Leontine ! by which of all my Actions 
Have I {> deeply ir jur'd thee, to merit 
The ſmarteſt Wound Rev enze could form to end me ? 


Lent, Anſwer me now, 


Prom als me, 


And Hon: ity will dally now no longer. 
What can the End of all this Pailion be ? 
Glory requires this ſtrict Account, and ass 
What you intend at laſt to Arbena:: ? 


Fara. How, Leeniine ! 


Leent. You faw her, Sir, at At, 
charg'd her humbly to receive 
And hear vour Paſſion. Has ſhe nat, 

Vara. She has, I thank tie Gods; 


would'ſt thou: 
Leone. Having refolv's 
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O Prince! for Virtus 


; Fad you lov'd her. 


Sir, obe, 'd me:? 
but Khither 


'T o 
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Vara. Yes, Leontine, my old Remembrancer, 
Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, you did. 

Leont. Thus long ſhe has attended; you have ſeen her, 
Sounded her Virtues, and her Imperfections; 
Therefore, dread Sir, forgive this bolder Charge 
Which Honour ſounds ; and now let me demand you 

Fara. Now help, Aranthes, or I'm daſh'd for ever. 

Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, | diſdain the Marriage. 

Leont. Can your high Thoughts ſo far forget themſelves, 
T'admit this humble Virgin for your Bride? 

Fara. Ha 

Athen. He bluſhes, Gods! and ſtammers at the Queſtion, 

Leont. Why do you walk, and chafe yourſelf, my Lord? 
The buſineſs is not much. 

Vara. How, Leontine ! 

Not much! I know that ſhe deſerves a Crown; 

Yet 'tis to Reaſon much, tho” not to Love. 

And ſure the World would bluſh to ſce the Daughter 
Of a Philoſopher upon the Throne of Cyrus. | 

Athen, Undone for ever 

Leon. Is this your Anſwer, Sir? 

Vara. Why doſt thou urge me thus, and puſn me to 
The very Brink of Glory? Where, alas 
look, and tremble at the vaſt Deſcent : 

Yet even there, to the vaſt Bottom, down 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 
And graſp my Athenais with my Ruan. 

Leent. Tis well, my Lord 

Jara. Why doſt thou then provoke me ? 

1 thought that Perſa's Court had Store of Honour 
To fatisfy the Height of thy Ambition. 

Beſides, old Man, my Love 1s too well grown, 
Jo want a Tutor for his good Behaviour: 

What he will do him, he will do of himſelf, 

And not be taught by you 

Le:nt. I know he will not; 

Fond Tears, away! I know, I know he will not; 
But he would buy, with his old Man's Preferment, 
My Daughter for your Whore, 


— 


Fara. 


er 
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Fara. Away, I fay! my Soul diſdains the Motion; 
Leont. The Motion of a Marriage; yes, I ſee it: 
Your angry Looks, and haughty Words, betray it: 

I found 1t at the firſt, I thank you, Sir, 
You have at laft rewarded your old Tutor 
For all his Cares, his Watchings, Services. 
Yet, let me tell you, Sir, this humble Maid, 
This Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, 
Shall, if ſhe pleaſe, be ſeated on a Throne 
As high as that of the immortal Cyrus. 

Vara. I think that Age, and deep Philoſophy, 
Have crack'd thy Brain: Farewell, old Leontine ; 
Retire to Reſt ; and when this brawling Humour 


Is rock'd aſleep, I'll meet my Athena::, 


' Ard clear the Accounts of Love, which thou haſt blot- 


ted. [Exit 
Leont. Old Leontine ! perhaps I'm mad indeed. 
But hold, my Heart, and let that folid Virtue, 
Which I ſo long ador'd, ſti'] keep the Reins. 
0 Athenais ! But I will not chide thee : 


1 


Fate is in all our Actions; and methinks, 


At leaft a Father judges fo, it has 

Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for thy Eaſineſs: 

There is a Kind of mournful Eloqurence 

ln thy dumb Grief, which ſhames all clam'rous Sorrow. 
Atben. Is there, O ſpeak, a Poſſibility 

To be forgziv'n? 


Leon“. Thy Father docs forgive thee, 
And Honour will; but on this hard Condition, 
Never to ſee him more 
At ben. See him! Oh Heavens! 
Lecut. Unleſs it be, my Daughter, to vpbraid hir: 
Not tho” he ſhould repent, and ſtrait return, 
Nay, proffer thee his Crown No more of tha:. 
Honour too cries, revenge, reverge thy Wrongs, 
[Revenge thyſelf, revenge thy injur'd Father. 
Fortis Revenge ſo wiſe, fo glorious tor, 
As all the World ſhall praiſe 
Athen. On, give ine Leave 


8 5 For 
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For yet I am all Tenderneſs: The Woman, 
The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward Woman, 
Dares not look forth ; but runs about my Breaſt, 
And viſits all the warmer Manſions there, 
Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Yaranes / 
Cruel FYaranes / falſe, forſworn Yaranres / 

Leont. Is this forgetting him ? Is this the Courſe 
Which Honour bids thee take ? 

Athen. Ah, Sir, allow 
A little Time for Love to make his Way : 
Hardly he won the Place, and many Sighs, 
And many Tears, and Thouſand Oaths it coſt him. 
And Oh! I find he will not be diflodg'd 
Without a Groan at parting hence for ever. 
No, no! he vows he will not yet be rais'd 
Without whole Floods of Grief at his Farewell, 
Which thus I ſacrifice : And, Oh! I ſwear, 
Had he prov'd true, I would as cafily 
Have empty'd all my Blood, and dy'd to ſerve him, 
As now 1 ſhed theſe Drops, or vent theſe Sighe, 
To ſhew how well, how perfectly I lov'd him. 


Leont. No Woman, ſure, but thou, ſo low in Fortune, 


T herefore the nobler is thy fair Example, 


Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prince ador'd her; | 


Nor will it be behev'd in After-times, 
That there was ever ſuch a Maid in being: 
Yet do I ſtill adviſe, preſerve thy Virtue; 
And fince he does diſdain thee for his Bride, 
Scorn thou to be 
Athen. Held, Sir, Oh! hold, forbear; 
For my nige Soul abhors the very Sound: 
Yet with the Shame of that, and the Deſire 
Of an immortal Name, I am infpir'd ! 
All kinder Thoughts are fled for ever from me; 
All Tenderneſs, as if I ne'er had lov'd, 
Has left my Boſom colder than the Grave. 
Lecut. Oh, Aibenais! on; *tis bright before thee, 
Purſue the Track, and thou ſhalt be a Star. 
Athen. Oh, Leentinc, I fear, my noble Father, 


That 
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That I will ſtarve e'er once forego my Virtue: 
And thus let's join to contradict the World: 
That Empire could not tempt a poor old Man 
To ſell his Prince the Honour of his Daughter: 
And ſhe too match'd the Spirit of her Father ; 
Tho' humbly born, and yet more humbly bred, 
She for her Fame refus'd a Royal Bed ; 

Who, tho? ſhe lov'd, yet did put off the Hour, 
Nor could her Virtue be betray'd by Pow'r. 

« Patterns like theſe will guilty Courts improve, 
« And teach the Fair to bluſh at conſcious Love. 


. 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


VanRares. 


$4455 to my Arms, my faithful, dear Aranthes, 
Soft Counſellor, Companion of my Youth ; 

If I had longer been alone, molt ſure, 

With the Diſtraction that ſurrounds my Heart, 

My Hand would have rebell'd againſt his Matter, 
And done a Murder here. 

Aranth. The Cauſe, my Lord? 

Vara. Early thou know'ſt laſt Night I went to Rest 
But long, my Friend, ere Slumber clos'd my Eyes, 
Long was the Combat fought *twixt Love and Glory; 
The Fever of my Paſſion burnt me up; | 
My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled ; 
Therefore I charge thee, haſte to her Apartment; 

I do conjure thee, tell her, tell her all 

My Fears can urge, or Fondneſs can invent. 

Tell her how I repent, ſay any Thing; 

For any Thing I'll do to quench my Fires; 

Say, I will marry her now on the Inſtant ; i 
ay 
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Say all that I would ſay; yet in the End 
My Love ſhall make it more than Gods can utter. 
Aranth. My Lord, both Leentine and ſhe are gone 


From their Apartment 
Fara. Ha! gone, ſay'ſt thou! whither? 
2 That was my whole Employment all this 
ay. 
But, Sir, I grieve to ſpeak it, they have left 
No Track behind for Care to find em out: 
Nor, is it poſſible 
Vara. It 1s, it ſhall; 
PI ſtruggle with Impoſſibilities 
To find my Atherais Not the Walls 
Of A bent, nor of Thebes, ſhall hide her from me. 
I'll bring the Force of all my Father's Arms, 
And lay em waſte, but I'll redeem my Love. 
Oh, Leentixe !/ moroſe old Leontine /! 
Thou mere Philoſopher! Oh, cruel Sage, 
Who, for One haſty Word, One chol'ric Doubt, 
Haſt turn'd the Scale: Though in the ſacred Balance 
My Life, my Glory, and my Empire hung ! 
Aranth. Moſt ſure, my Lord, they are retir'd to 4thens, 
I will ſend Poſt To-night 
Vara. No, no, 4ranthes : 
Prepare my Chariots ; for I'll go in Perſon, 
I ſwear, till now, till 1 began to tear 
Some other might enjoy my Athenats, 
] ſwear I did not know how much 1 lov'd her. 
But let's away: I'll to the Emperor; 
Thou to the haſty Management of my Zus'neſs: 
Prepare; To-day 1 ii go, To-1av L' find her: 
No more; Þ'll take my Leave ot 7 4:odofrus, 
And meet thee on the Fippodrome. Away: 
Let the wild Hurry of thy Maſter's Love 
Make quick thy Apprehenſion: Haſte, and leave me. 
[ Exeunt, 
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SCENE IL 


Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine ; Yeotaries leading Athenais 
in Proceſſion, after her Baptiſm, to be Confirmed. 


Athen. Oh, Princeſs! Oh moſt worthy of the World, 
That is ſubmitted by its Emperor [ Kneels. 
To your molt wiſe and providential Sway! 

What Greek or Roman — can paint 

The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul! 

I am adopted yours; you are my Goddeſs, 

That have new-form'd, new-moulded my Conceptions, 
And by the Platform of a Work divine, 
New-fram'd, new-built me to your own Deſires: 
Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, 

And made my Heart a Manſion of Perfection! 

Pulch, Riſe, Eudoſſa, 
And let me fold my Chriſtian in my Arms: 
With this dear Pledge of an eternal Love, 
ſeal thee, O Eudofia! mine for ever, 
Accept, bleit Charge, the Vows of my Affection: 
For, = the ſacred Friendſhip that I give thee, 
T think that Heav'n by Miracle did fend thee, 
To eaſe my Cares, to help me in my Counſels, 
To be my Siſter, Partner in my Bed: 
Ard equally, thro' the whole Courſe of Life, 
To he the better Part of thy Pulcheria, 
And ſhare my Griefs and Joys. 

Athen. No, Madam, no; 


Excuſe the Cares that this fad Wretch muſt bring you 


| 


Or, if I muſt partake your royal Secrets, 
Let it be far from Cities, far from Courts, 
Where I may fly all human Converſation ; 
Where I may never ſee, nor hear, 
Nor think, O Heav'n! if poſſible, 
Of Mankind more. 
Pulch. What now! in Tears, Zadiſia? 
Achen, Far from the Guilt 07 Palaces, O ſend = 3 
rive 
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Drive me, O drive me from the Traitor Man! 
So I might *ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 
In Lions Haunts, or in ſome Tiger's Den ; 
Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 
That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean; 
Bury me in the Hollow of its Womb, 
Where, ſtarving on my cold and flinty Bed, 
I may from far, with giddy Apprehenſion, 
See infinite Fathoms | the rumbling Deep; 
Yet not e'en there, in that vaſt Whirl of Death, 
Can there be found fo terrible a Ruin, 
As Man, falſe Man, ſmiling, deſtructive Man. 

Pulch. Then thou haſt lov'd, Eudofia. O, my Siſter! 
Still nearer to my Heart, ſo much the dearer : 
Becauſe our Fates are like, and, Hand in Hand, 
Our Fortunes lead us thro' the Maze of Life: 


I'm glad that thou haſt lov'd ; nay, lov'd with Danger; 


Since thou halt eſcap'd the Ruin 
Athen. Yes, Madam, I confeſs that Love has charm'd 
me, i 
But never ſhall again. No, I renounce him; 
Inſpire me all the Wrongs of abus'd Women, 
All you that have been cozen'd by falſe Men; 
See what a ſtri&t Example I will make: 
But for the Perjuries of one I will revenge ye 
For all that's paſt, that's preſent, and to come. 
Pulch. Oh, thou far more than the moſt maſculine 
Virtue! 
Let me again 
Proteſt my Admiration, and my Love; 
Let me declare aloud, while thou art here, 
While ſuch clear Virtue ſhines within our Circle, 
Vice ſhall no more appear within the Palace, 
But hide her dazzled Eyes, and this be call'd 
The holy Court: Eut, lo! the Emp'ror comes. 


Zuler Thecdoſius and Xttendants. 


Theed, If yet, alas! I might but hope to ſee her; 
ut 


| 
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But, O forgive me, Heav'n, this wilder Start, 
That thus would reach Impoſſibility: 
No, no, I never muſt behold her more; 
As well my Atticus might raiſe the Dead, 
As Leontine ſhould charm that Form in View. 
Pulch. My Lord, | come to give your Grief a Cure, 
With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire 
That tortur'd you fo long Behold this Virgin — 
The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine, 
She is your diſter's Charge, and made a Chriſtian ; 
And Athonars is Eudofia now. 
Be ſure a fairer never grac'd Religion, 
And for her Virtue ſhe tranſcends Example. 


Theod. O all ye bleſt Above, how can this be? 


AmlTI awake ? Or is this poſſible? [ Athen. 4neels. 
Pulch. She kneels, my Lord: Will not you go and 
raiſe her? 


Theod. Nay, do thou raiſe her; for I'm rooted here: 
Yet if laborious Love and Melancholy 
Have not 0'ercome me, and quite turn'd me mad, 
It muſt be the, that naked dazzling Sweetnels ! 
The very Figure of the Morning Star, 
That, dropping Pearls, and ſhedding dewy Beams, 
Fled from the greedy Waves when I approach'd ; 
Anſwer me, Leontine; am I diſtracted ? 
Or 1s this true ? 
Leont. Tis true, my Lord; this is my Daughter, 
Whom I conceal'd in Pera from all Eyes 
But yours, when Chance directed you that Way. 
Thead. He ſays 'tis true: Why then this heartleſs 
Carriage ? 
Oh, were I Proof againſt the Darts of Love, 
And cold to Beauty as the Marble Lover 
That lies, without a Thought, upon his Tomb ; 
Would not this glorious Dawn ot Life run thro' me, 
And waken Death itſelf ? Why am [ flow, then? 
What hinders now, but that, in Spite of Rules, 
I burſt thro” all the Bands of Death that hold me, | 
| [ He knees, 
And 
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And fly with ſuch a Haſte to that Appearance, 
As bury'd Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons ? 


Athen. The Emp'ror at my Feet ! O, Sir! forgive me; 


Drown me not thus with everlaſting Shame, 

Both Heav'n and Earth muſt bluſh at ſuch a View. 

Nor can I bear it longer 
Leon. My Lord, ſhe is unworthy 
Theod. Ha! what lay'it thou, Leentine / 

Unworthy, ſay'ſt thou! Wert thou not her Father, 

I ſwear I would revenge—But haſte, and tell me; 

For Love like mine will bear no ſecond Thought; ; 

Can all the Honours of the Orient, 

Thus facrific'd with the moſt pure Affection, 

With ſpotleſs Thoughts, and languithing Deſires, 

Obtain, O Leentine/ (the Crown at laſt) 

To thee I ſpeak, thy Daughter to my Bride? 


Leon. My Lord, the Honour bears ſuch Eſtimation, 


It calls the Blood into my aged Cheeks, 


And quite o'erwhelms my Daughter with Confuſion ; ; 


Who, with her Body proſtrate on the Earth, 
Ought to adore you for the proffer'd Glory. 


Theod. Let me embrace and thank thee, O kind 


Heaven ! 
O, Atticus! Pulcheria! O, my Father! 


Was ever Change like mine? Run thro” the Streets; 


Run, and, loud as Fame can ſpeak, 


With Trumpet Sounds proclaim your Emp'ror's Joy. 


Athen. Alas, my Lord, conſider my Extraction, 
With all my other Wants 


T head. Peace, Empreſs, Peace ! 
No more the Daughter of old Leontine ; 
A Chriſtian now, and Partner of the Eaſt. 


| Athen. My Father has diſpos'd me, you command me; 


What can I anſwer then, but my Obedience ? 


Theod. Attend her, dear Pulcheria; and, O tell her, 
To-morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy. [Ex. Pulch. 


O why ſo Jong ſhould I my Joys delay ? 
Time imp thy Wings, let not thy Minutes ſtay, 
But to a — change the tedious Day. 
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Enter Varanes and Aranthes, 


Vara. O, Theodofius ! 

Theod. Ha! my Brother here! 
Why doſt thou come to make my Bliſs run o'er ? 
O, mv YLaranes / 


Thou that of lace didſt ſeem to walk on Clouds, 


Now give a Looſe, let go the flacken'd Reins, 
Let us drive down the Precipice of ſoy, 
As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us. 
Vara. My Lord, I'm glad to find the Gale is turn'd; 
And give you Joy of this autpicious Fortune, 
Plough on your Way, wich all your Streamers out; 
With all your glorious Flags and Streamers ride} 
Triumphant on — And leave me to the Waves, 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the ſure Deſtruction, 
And ready Gulphs that gape to ſwallow me. 
T heed. It was thy Hand that drew me from the Grave, 
Who had been dead by this Time to Ambition, 
To Crowns, to Titles, and my ſlighted Greatneſs. 
But till, as if each Work of thine deſerv'd 
The Smile of Heav'n Thy Theadofrus met 
With ſomething dearer than his Diadem, 
With all that's worth a With, that's worth a Life ; 
I met with that which made me leave the World. 
Vara. And I, O Turn of Chance! O curſed Fortune! 
Have loſt at once all that could make me happy. 
O ye too partial Pow'rs! But now no more: 
The Gods, my dear, my moſt-lov'd T heodsfrus, 
Double all thoſe Joys, that thou haſt met, upon thee ! 
For ſure thou art moſt worthy. 
And O, methinks my Soul is ſtrangely mov'd, 
Takes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 
That thou and I cannot be bleſt together: 
For I mult leave thee, Friend! this Night muſt leave 
thee, 
To go in doubtful Search of what, perhaps, 
I nc'er ſhall find; if ſo my cruel Fate 


Has 
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Has order'd it: Why then farewel for ever; 
For I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. 

Theed. How ſenſible my tender Soul is grown 
Of what you utter! O, my gallant Friend! 
O Brother! O Varanes do not judge 
By what I ſpeak, for Sighs will interrupt me: 


Judge by my Tears, judge by theſe ſtrit Embraces, 


And by my laſt Refolve : Tho” I have met 
With what in Silence | fo long ador'd ; 
Tho? in the Rapture of proteſting Joys, 
had ſet down Lo- morrow for my Nuptials ; 
Yet, my FYarane:, | will rob my Soul 
Of all her Health, of my Imperial Bride, 
And wander with thee in the Search of that 
On which thy Life depends 

Fara. If this I ſuffer, 
Conclude me then begotten of a Hind, 
And bred in Wilds: Ko, T heodofius, no; 
I charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee, 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more. 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 
Than you expect, or I myſelf imagine: 
What moſt I grieve is, that I cannot wait 
To ſee your Nogtials: Yet my Soul is with you, 
And all my Adorations to your Bride. 

Theed. What, my Yaranes ! will you be ſo cruel 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go? 
Or are you angry at your Rival's Charms, 
Who has already raviſh'd Half my Heart, 
That once was all your own ? 
Vara. You know I am diforder'd ! 
My Melancholy will not ſuit her bleſt Condition. 


[Exit Theod. 


And the Gods know, ſince thou, my Athenars, 
Art fled from theſe ſick Eyes, all other Women 


To my pall'd Soul ſeem'd like the Ghoſt of Beauty, 


And haunt my Mem'ry with the Loſs of thee. 
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Enter Athenais, Theodoſius leading her. 


T heed. Behold, my Lord, th' Occaſion of my Joy. 

Jara. O, ye immortal Gods! Aranthes! O! 

Look there, and wonder: Ha! is't poſlible ? 

Athen. My Lord, the Emp'ror ſays you are his Friend, 
He charges me to uſe my Intereſt, 

And beg of you to ſtay, at leaſt ſo long 

As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing; 

I told him I was honour'd once to know you; 

But that fo ſlightly, as I could not warrant 

The Grant of any Thing that I ſhould aſk you —— 
Vara. O, Heaven and Earth! O, Athenais/ why, 

Why doſt thou uſe me thus? Had I the World, 

Thou know'ſt it ſhould be thine 
Athen. I know not that 

But yet, to make ſure Work, One Half of it 

Is mine already, Sir, without your giving. 

My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his Glory 

Scorns to be mov'd by the weak Breath of Woman : 

He is all Hero, bent for higher Game, 

Therefore *tis noble, Sir, to let him $0 : 

If not for him, my Lord, yet for myſelf, 

I muſt intreat the Favour to retire. [Ex. Athen. Cc. 
Vara. Death and Deſpair! Confuſion ! Hell and Furies! 
Theod. What ſhould this mean? I fear the Conſequence; 

For *tis too plain they know each other well. 

Vara. Undone, Aranthes “ loſt, undone for ever! 

I ſee my Doom, I read it with broad Eyes, 

As plain as if I ſaw the Book of Fate: 

Yet I will muſter all my Spirits up, 

Digeſt my Griefs, ſwallow the riſing Paſhons ; 

Yes, I will ſtand the Shock of all the Gods 

Well as I can, and ſtruggle for my Life. 

Theod. You muſe my Lord; and if you'll give me Leave 
To judge your Thoughts, they ſeem employ'd at JH 
About my Bride. tience. 

Vara. His Bride! O Gods, give me a Moment's Pa- 
I muſt confeſs, the Sight of Athenais, 


Were 
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Where I ſo little did expect to ſee her, 
So grac'd, and fo adorn'd, did raiſe my Wonder: 
But what exceeds all Admiration, is, 
That you ſhould talk of making her your Bride; 
"Tis ſuch a blind Effect of pros 2 Fortune, 
That tho' I well remember you affirm'd it, 
I cannot yet beheve 
Theod. Then now believe me: 
By all the Pow'rs Divine I will eſpouſe her. 
Vara. Ha! I ſhall leap the Bounds. Come, come, 
my Lord, 
By all theſe Pow'rs you nam'd, I ſay you muſt not. 
Theed. I fay, Iwill; and who ſhall bar my Pleaſure ? 
Yet more, I ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul. 
Weigh but with Fortune Merit in the Balance, 
And Athenais loſes by the Marriage. 
Vara. Relentleſs Fates! malicious cruel Pow'rs ! 
O for what Crime do you thus rack your Creature? 
Sir, I muſt tell you, this unkindly Meanneſs 
Suits the Profeflion of an Anchorite well ; 
But in an Oriental Emperor 
It gives Offence ; nor can you, without Scandal, 
Without the Notion of a grov'ling Spirit, 
Eſpouſe the Daughter of old Leontine, 
Whoſe utmoſt Glory is t'have been my Tutor. 
Theod. He has ſo well acquitted that Employment, 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant Height 
Of full Perfection, and Imperial Greatneſs, 
That ev'n for this Reſpect, if for no other, 
I will eſteem him worthy while I live. 
Vara. My Lord, you'll pardon me a little Freedom; 
For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a Cauſe, | 
Who overflatters you, tho' ne'er ſo near 
Related to your Blood, ſhould be ſuſpefted. 
Theod. If Friendſhip would admit a cold Suſpicion, 
After what I have heard and ſeen To-day, 
Of all Mankind I ſhould ſuſpect Varanes. 
Vara. He has ſtung me to the Heart; my Groans 
will choak me, | 
VUnleſs my ftruggling Paſſion gets a Vent. 


Out 


we 


ut 


Out with it then 
Les, yes, my Lord: Since you reduce me to 
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I can no more diſſemble 


The laſt Neceſſity, I muſt confeſs it; 

| muſt avow my Flame for Athenais ; 

I am all Fire, my Paſſion eats me up, 

It grows incorp'rate with my Fleſh and Blood : 


My Pangs redouble ; now they cleave my Heart! 


O Athenais! O Eudefia ! Oh! 
Tho? plain as Day I ſee my own Deſtruction, 
Yet to my Death, and, Oh, let all the Gods 
Bear Witneſs ! ſtill I ſwear I will adore thee! 

Theod. Alas! Yaranes! which of us two the Heav'ns 
Have mark'd for Death, is yet above the Stars ; 
But, while we live, let us preſerve our Friendſhip 
Sacred and juſt, as we have ever done. 
This only Mean in two ſuch hard Extremes 
Remains for both: To-morrow you ſhall ſee her, 
With all Advantage, in her own Apartment ; | 
Take your own Time, ſay all you can to gain her; 
If you can win her, lead her into Per/ia ; | 
If not, conſent that I eſpouſe her here, 

Vara. Still worſe and worſe! O Theodofius ! Oh! 


I cannot ſpeak for Sighs : My Death is ſeal'd 


By this laſt Sweetneſs: Had you been leſs good, 
I might have hop'd. But now my Doom's at Hand, 
Go then, and take her. take her to the Temple: 
The Gods too give you Joy! O Athenais / 
Why does thy Image mock my fooliſh Sorrow? 
O T heodofius, do not fee my Tears: 
Away, and leave me; leave me to the Grave. 
Theod. Farewell; let's leave the Iſſue to the Heav'ns; 
I will prepare your Way with all that Honour 
Can urge in your Behalf, tho' to my Ruin. [Ex. Theod. 
Vara. O! I could tear my Limbs, and eat my Fleſh ! 
Fool that I was, fend. proud, vainglorious Fool! 
Damn'd be all Courts, and trebly damn'd Ambition! 
Blaſted be thy Remembrance! Curſes on thee ! 


And Plagues on Plagues fall on thoſe Fools that ſeek thee! 


Aranth, Have Comfort, Sir — 
Vara. 
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Vara. Away, and leave me, Villain! 
Traitor, who wrought me firſt to my Deſtruction 
Vet ſtay, and help, help me to curſe my Pride, 

Help me to wiſh that I had ne'er been Royal, 

That I had never heard the Name of Cyrus. 

O that I had been born ſome happy Swain, 

And never known a Life fo great, fo vain ! 

Where I Extremes might not be forc'd to chooſe, 

And, bleſt with ſome mean Wife, no Crown could loſe; 
Where the dear Partner of my little State, 
With all her ſmiling Offspring at the Gate, 
Blefiing my Labours, might my Coming wait: 
Where in our humble Beds all ſafe might lie, 
And not in curſed Courts for Glory die.— 


} 


[ Exeunt, 


Ar N SCENE TL 


Enter Marcian, and Lucius at a Diflance. 


Marcian. 


HE Gen'ral of the Oriental Armies, 

Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could give. 
*Tis gone. 
Why, what a Thing is a diſcarded Favourite, 
When once the Favour of his Prince is turn'd. 
Shunn'd as a Ghoſt, the clouded Man appears, 
And all the gaudy Worſhipers forſake him. 
O Lucius Lucius ! if thou leav'ſt me too, 
I think, I think, I could not bear it ; 
But, like a Slave, my Spirit, broke with Suff'ring, 
Should on theſe coward Knees fall down, and beg 
Once to be great again 

Luc. Forbid it, —_— 


That e'er the noble Marcian condeſcend 
To aſk of any, but th' immortal Gods ! 
Nay, I vow, if yet your Spirit dear, 
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| Spice of the Court, you ſhall be great as Cæſar. 


| 


Poor Heart! he pin'd awhile ago for Love — 

Marc. And for his Miſtreſs vow'd to leave the World ; 
But ſome new Chance, it ſeems, has chang'd his Mind. 
A Marriage! but to whom, or whence ſhe came, 

None knows; but yet a Marriage is prociaim'd ; 
Pageants prepar'd; 

The Theatre is open'd too, where he 

And the hot Per/ian mean to act their Follies. 

Gods! Gods! Ls this the Image of our Ca/ar: ? 

Is this the Image of our Romulus ? 

0 why ſo poorly have you ſtamp'd Rome's Glory? 
Luc. Thus much I know, to the eternal Shame 
Of the Imperial Blood; this upſtart Empreſs, 

This fine new Queen, is ſprung from abje Parents; 


| 


| Nay, baſely born! But that's all one to him: 


He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 

Marc. Shall I not ſpeak ? Shall I not tell him of it? 
I feel this big-ſwoln throbbing Roman Spirit 
Will burſt, unleſs I utter what I ought. 


Enter Pulcheria Qwith a Paper in her Hand, and Julia. 


Marc. Pulcheria here l why ſhe's the Scourge of Marciau; 
I tremble, too, whenever ſhe approaches : 
What, Lucius, can this mean ? 

Pulch. Come hither, Marcian ! read this Paper o'er, 
And mark the ſtrange Neglect of Theodo/er; : 
He ſigns whate'er I bring; perhaps you've heard 
To-morrow he intends to wed a Maid of A4:her:, 


: 
' 
: 


New-made a Chriſtian, and new-nam'd Fudeſia, 
Whom he more dearly prizes than his Empire: 


Yet in this Paper he hath ſet his Hand, 
And ſeal'd it too with the Imperial Signet, 


That ſhe ſhall loſe her Head To-morrow Morning. 
Marc. *Tis not for me to judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange. 
Pulch. 1 know he rather would commit a Murder 


On his own Perſon, than permit a Vein 


| 


pite | 


Of her to bleed; yet, Marcian, what might follow, 
IfI were envious of this Virgin's Honour, 
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Ny his raſh paſſing whatſoe'er I offer — 
Without a View? Ha! but I had forgot: 
Julia, let's haſte from this infectious Perſon — 
had forgot that Marcian was a Traitor: 
Vet, by the Pow'rs Divine, I ſwear tis pity, 
That one ſo form'd by Nature for all Honour, 
All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 
The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Courage, 
Should not be honeſt : Julia, is't not pity ! 
O Marcian, Marcian ! I could weep to think 
Virtue ſhould loſe itſelf as thine has done. 
Repent, raſh Man, if yet tis not too late, 
And mend thy Errors; ſo farewel for ever. 


Ex. Pulch. and Jul. 
Marc. Farewel for ever! No, Madam, ere I go, 
I am reſolv'd to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me; 
Then, if you pleaſe, take off this Traitor's Head; 
End my Commiſſion and my Life together. 
Luc. . ou'll laugh at what I'm going to ſay; 
But by your Life, my Lord, I think tis true: 
Pulcheria loves this Traitor! Did you mark her? 
At firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſhment ; 
Makes you her Counſellor, and tells her Secrets, 
As to a Friend; nay, leaves them in your Hand, 
And ſays, tis pity that you are not honeſt ! 
With ſuch Deſcription of your Gallantry 
As none but Love could make; then taking Leave, 
Thro' the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at ev'ry Glance ; 
Still looking back, as if ſhe had a Mind 
That you ſhould know ſhe left her Heart behind her, 
Marc. Alas! thou doſt not know her, nor do I: 
Nor can the Wit of all Mankind conceive her. 
But let's away. This Paper is of Uſe. 
Luc. I gueſs your Purpoſe: 
He is a Boy, and as a Boy you'll uſe him : 
There is no other Way. 
Marc. Yes, if he be not 


Quite dead with Sleep, for ever loſt to Honour, 


Maran 
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Marcias with this ſhall rouſe him. O, my Lucius! 
Methinks the Ghoſts of the great Theodeſſus, 

And thund'ring Coxffartine, appear before me: 
They charge me as a Soldier to chaſtize him, 


To laſh him with keen Words from lazy Love, 


And ſhew him how they e eee 
Ex. 


Enter Athenais, meeting Theodoſius, 


Theo. Alas! Eudefa, tell me what to ſay; 

For my full Heart can ſcarce bring forth a Word 

Of that which I have ſworn to ſee perform'd. 
Athen. I'm perfeQly obedient to your Pleaſure. 
Theo. Well then, I come to tell that Yargzer 

Of all Mankind is neareſt to my Heart. 

I love him, dear Ezdofia; and to prove 

That Love on Trial, all my Blood's too little; 

Ev'n thee, if I were ſure to die this Moment, 

(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my Fate 

Is off) O thou, my Soul's moſt tender Joy, 

With my laſt Breath I would bequeath him thee. 
Athen. Then you are pleas'd, my Lord, to yield me to him; 
Theo. No, my Eda; no, I will not yield thee, 

While I have Life; for Worlds I will not yield thee : 

Vet, thus far I'm engag'd to let thee know, 


fle loves thee, Athenais, more than ever; 


He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me; 


And I have paſs'd my Word that he ſhall ſee thee. 


Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt yourſelf 
And me? 


Why will you truſt me, who am now afraid 


To truſt myſelf? 

For, oh! with trembling Agonies I ſpeak it, 

I cannot ſee a Prince, whom once I loy'd, 

Bath'd in his Grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 

Without a Sorrow that perhaps may end me. 
Theo. O ye ſeverer Powers! too cruel Fate! 

Did ever Love tread ſuch a Maze before? 


Yet, Athenais, {till I truſt thy Virtue; 
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Bur if thy —_— Heart cannot refrain, 
Give, give thyſelf away; yet ſtill remember 
That Moment Theodofius is no more 
[ Exit Theo. with Artic. Pulch. and Leon, 
Athen. Now, Glory! now, if ever thou didſt work 
In Woman's Mind, aſſiſt me. 
Enter Varanes, leaning on Aranthes. 
Ha! is this he? or is't Yaranes' Ghoſt? 
He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 
Trembling and pale; I muit not dare to view him. 
For, O, I feel his Melancholy here, 
And fear I ſhall too ſoon partake his Sickneſs. 
Vara. Thus to the angry Gods offending Mortals, 
Made ſenfible by ſome ſevere AﬀiQtion, 
How all their Crimes are regiſter'd in Heav'n; 
Thus the poor Penitents with Fear approach 
The rev*rend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow : [ Keels, 
Thus melting too, they wath the hallow'd Earth, 
And groan to be forgiven 
O. Empreſs! O, Eudeſia! ſuch you're now. 
Theſe are your Titles, and I muſt not dare 
Ever to call you Athenais more. 
Athen. Riſe, riſe, my Lord! let me intreat you, riſe: 
T will not hear you in that humble Poſture : 
Riſe, or I muſt withdraw The World will bluſh 
For you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince, 
Sprung from immortal Cyrus, on his Knees 
Before the Daughter of a pcor Philoſopher. 
Vara. Tis juſt, ye righteous Gods! my Doom js juſt; 
Nor will | ſtrive to deprecate her Anger. 
If poſüble, I'il aggravate my Crimes, 
That ſhe may rage till ſhe has broke my Heart: 
For all I now deſire 
Is to fall dead without a Wourd before her. 
Athen. O ye known Sounds! But I muſt ſteel my Soul: 
Methinks theſe Robes, my Dela, are too heavy. 
Vara. Not worth a Word, a Look, nor one Regard! 
Oh, for the Sake of him, whom you ere long 
Shall hold as fait as now your Wiſhes from him, 


Give 
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Give me a patient Hearing ; for however 

I tals of Death, and ſeem to loath my Life, 
I wou!d delib'rate with my Fate awhile, 
With ſnatching Glances eye thee to the laſt, 
Pauſe o'er a Loſs like that of At heuaie, 

And parley with my Ruin. 

Athen. Speak, my Lord: 

To hear you is the Emperor's Command: 
And for that Cauſe | readily obcy. 

Jara. The Emperor, the Emperor's Command! 

And for that Cauſe the readily obeys ! 

] thauk you, Madam, that on any Terms 

You condeſcend to bear me 
Know then, Erdofia: Ah, rather let me call thee 

By the lov'd Name of Abends ſtill; 

] ſwear 1 love thee more, far more than ever, 

With conſcious Bluſhes too, here, help me, Gods; 
Help me to tell ter, tho' tu my Confutian, 

And ev-rlaſting Shame; yet | mult tele, 

I lay the Per/ian Crown betore her Fre: 

Alben. My Lord, I thank you; and t'expre(ſs thoſe 
As nobly as you offer 'em, I return [ Phaaks 
The Gift you make; nor will I now upbraid you 
With the Example of the Emperor : 

Not but I know *tis that that draws you on, 
Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeity, 

And ſwell the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher 
With Hopes of being great. 

Vara. Ah, Madam ah! you wrong me! by the Gods, 
I had repented, ere I knew the Emp'ror 

Athen. You find, perhaps too late, that 4thenais, 
However lighted for her Birth and Fortune, 

Has ſomething in her Perſon, 'and her Virtue, 
Worth the Regard of Emperors themſelves ; 
And, to return the Compliment you gave 
My Father, Lecntine, that poor Philoſopher, 
Whecſe utmoſt Glory is thave been your Tutor, 
I here proteit, by Virtue, and by Glory, 
I ſwear by Heav'n, and all the Pos'rs Divine, 
+ WW : | 
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Th' abandon'd Daughter of that poor old Man 
Shall ne'er be ſeated on the Throne of Cyrus. 


Vara. O Death to all my Hopes! What haſt thou won? 


To turn me wild! Ah, curſed Throne of Cyrus! 
Would thou had'ſt been o'erturn'd, and laid in Duff, 
ts Crown too thunder ſtruck ; my Father; all 
"Che Perſian Race, like poor Darius, ruin'd, 
Blotted, and ſwept for ever from the World, 

When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance. 

Athen. O Heav'n! I had forgot the baſe Aﬀront 

Offer'd by this proud Man; a Wrong fo great, 

It is remov'd beyond all Hope of Mercy; 

He had deſign'd to bribe my Father's Virtue, 

And by unlawful Means 
Fly from my Sight, leſt I become a Fury, 

And break thoſe Rules of Temp'rance | propos'd 1 
Fly, fly, Yaranes ! fly this ſacred Place, 

Where Virtue and Religion are profeſs'd; 

Fly to Imperial Libertines abroad : 

In foreign Courts thou'lt find a thouſand Beauties 

That will comply for Gold: for Gold they'll weep, 

For Gold be fond, as Athenais was, 

Ard charm thee ſtill, as if they lov'd indeed. 

Away, Faranes ! 

Fara. Yes, Madam, I am going —— 

Nay, by the Gods, I do not aſk thee Pardon, 

Nor, while I live, will I implore thy Mercy; 

But, when I'm dead, if, as thou doft return 

With happy Theodeſtus from the Temple, 

If, as thou go'ſt in Triumph thro' the Streets, 

Thou chance to meet the cold Faranes there, 

Borne by his Friends to his eternal Home; 

Stop then, O Atbenais ! and behold me: 

Say, as thou hang'ſt about the Emp'ror's Neck, 

Alas! my Lord, this Sight is worth our Pity. 

If to thoſe pitying Words thou add a Tear, 

Or give one parting Groan If poſlible, 

If the good Gods will grant my Soul the Freedom. 


I'll leave my Shroud, and wake from Death to thank 2 | 
en. 
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Aihen. He ſhakes my Reſolution from the Bottom: 
My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in his Behalf, 

And ſays, my Virtue has been too ſevere. 

Vara. Farewel | O Empreſs: No Atbenait now: 
I will not call thee by that tender Name, 

Since cold Deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 

And all my Pow'rs are now refolv'd on Death. 

Since tis ſo doom'd by Fate, you mult be wedded ; 

For your own Peace, when Jam laid in Earth, 

Forget that e'er Varanes had a Being : 

Turn all your Soul to Theedo/ius' Boſom. 

Continue, Gods, their Days, and make em long ! 

Luciana wait upon their fruitful Hymnen! 

And many Children, beauteous as the Mother, 

And pious as the Father, make em ſmile ! 

Athen. O bleav'ns ! 

Vara. Farewel PII trouble you no more: 
The Malady, that lodg'd within, grows ſtronger : 
T feel the Shock of my approaching Fate; 

My Heart too trembles at his diſtant March; 

Nor can I utter more, if you ſhould aſk me. 

Thy Arm, Aranthes ! O farewel for ever — 
Athen. Varanes, ſtay ; and, ere you go for ever, 

Let me unfold my Heurt. 

Vara. O Athenazs “ 

What further Cruelty haſt thou in ſtore 

To add to whec I ſuffer? 

Atben. Since tis doom'd 
That we m ſt part, let's part as Lovers ſhould. 

As thoſe that have lov'd long, and loved well. 
Vara. Art thou ſo good? O Athenais, oh! 
Athen. Firſt, from my Soul, I pity and forgive you; 

I pardon you that haſty little Error, 

Which yet has been the Cauſe of both our Ruins. 

And let this Sorrow witneſs for my Heart, 

How eagerly I wiſh it had not been; 

And, fince I cannot keep it, take it all: 

Take all the Love, O Prince, I ever bore you: 

Farewel moſt lovely, and moſt lov'd of Men! 
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Why comes this dying Paleneſs o'er thy Face? 
Why wander thus thy F yes ? Why deſt thou bend, 
As if the fatal Weight ot Death were on thee. 
Vara. Speak yet a little more: For, by the Gods! 
And as I prize thoſe bleſſed happy Moments, 
I ſwcar, O Athenais all is well; 
O never better. 
then. I doubt thee, dear YVarance ; 
Yet, if thou dy'ſt, I ſhall nat long be from thee. 
Once mere farewel, and take theſe lat Lntbraces. 
Oh! I could. cruſh him to my Heart! Face; 
And as a dying Pledge of my laſt Love, 
Jake this, which all thy Pray'rs could never charm, 
Vi hat have done? Oh lead me, lead me, Delia. 
Ah, Prince, farewe!! Angc!s protect and guard thee! 
Fara. Turn back, Q, 4, Hei, and behold mics 
Hear my laft Words, and then farewel for ever. 
1 hou ka? urdone me more by this Conſelion ! 
You fay, you ſwear, you love me more tan ever, 
Yet 1 muſt ſce you marry*d to another; 
Can there be any Plague or Hell like this? 
O, 4therais! whither ſhall I turn me? 
You've brought me ba-.k to Life; but, Oh, what Life} 
To a Life more terrible than Thouſand Deaths. 
Like one that had been bury'd in a Trance, 
With racking Starts, he wakes, and gazes round, | 
Forc'd by Deſpair his whirling Limbs to wound, 
And bellow like a Spirit under-ground; 
Still urg'd by Fate, to turn, to tofs, and rave, 
Tormented, daſh'd, and broken in the Grave. 
[ Exeunt, 
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1rd. SCENE L 


Athenais dreft in Imperial Robes, ond eroxwn'd:s A Table 


wv) a Bowl of Poiſon. 


ATHENAIS, 


Midnight Marriage! Mut I to the Temple! 
Thus, at the Murd'rer's Hour ? *Tis wond'rous 
ſtrange ! 
But ſo thou ſay'{ my Father has commanded ; 
And that's a mighty Reaſon. 
Delia. 'The Emp'ror, in Compaſſion to the Prince, 
Who would, perhaps, fly to Extravagance, 
If he in public mould reſolve to eſpouſe you, 
Contriv'« by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him. 
Aden. Lis well; retire. 
Lo, now I am alone, yet my Soul ſhakes: 
For where this dreadful Dr aaght may carry me 
The Heav'ns can only tell; yet Pm refolv'd 
To drink it off in ſpite cf Conſequence. 
Whiſper bim, O feme Angel! what I'm doing 
By Svmpacky ct Soul let h:m too tremble, 
To hear my wond-2vs Faith, my wondrous Love. 
O, my Jurte, thy wy Birth's unequa!, [ Drinks, 
My Virtue ture has rich ly recowpens'd 
And quite outgone Ettample! 
Pale. How fares my dear Eudiſia? Ha! thou look ft, 
Or elie che Tapers cheat my Sight, like one 
That's fitter for thy Tomb, than Cæſar's Bed: 
A fatal Sorrow dims thy ſhided Eyes, 
And, in Ge (pite of all thy Ornaments, 
Thou © icem'it to ow the One Ik of A. "SIS 
Ather, And what's the Puniſhment, my dear Pulcheria, 
What Torments are allotted thoſe ſud Spirits, 


Who, groaning wit th the Burden of Deſpair, 


No longer will endure the Cares of Lite, 


Bat boldly ſet themſelves at Liberty, 


L C 3 2. 4. 


38 THEODOSIUS: Or, 


Pulch. No more o'that : Atticus ſhall reſolve thee, 
But ſee, he waits thee from the Emperor: 
Thy Father too attends. 


Enter Leontine, Atticus, Se. 


Leent, Come, Athenais ! Ha! what now, in Tears k 
O Fall of Honour! But no more; I charge thee, 
I charge thee, as thou ever hop'ſt my Bleche 
Or fear'ſt my Curſe, to baniſh from thy So 
All Thoughts, if poſſible, the Memory, 
Of that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the Temple on this Inſtant, 
To make the Emp'ror thine, this Night to wed him. 
Aiben. Les, Sir, I'll go 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will go: 
Eudo/ia, this unhappy Bride, ſhall go: 
Thus, like a Victim, crown'd, nod IT to bleeds. 
YH wait you to the Altar, wed the Emp'ror. 
Leont. Thou art my Child again. 
Aren. But do not, Sir, imagine, any Charms 
Or Threat'nings ſhall compel me 
Never to think of Varanes more: 
No, my FYarazes / 
While I have Breath I will remember thee : 
To thee alone I will my Thoughts confine, 
And all my Meditatiens ſhall be thine : 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill ; 
Fate, and my End, and thy Remembrance ftill. 
Yes, my Yarane:, till my Death comes on, 
Shall ſad Fudaſia thy dear Loſs bemoan. 


[Exeunt Athenais, Atticus, He. 


SCENE I 


Enter Varanes. 


Vara. *Tis Night, dead Night; and weary Nature lies. 


Sa faſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe ; | 
No Breath of Wind now whiſpers thro” the Trees; 
No Noiſe at Land, nor Murmur in the Seas: 


* 


. 
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Lean Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Noon ; 
No wakeful Dogs bark at the filent Moon; 

Nor bay the Ghoſts that glide with Horror by, 

To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie: 

The — 1 and no Preſages give, 

Nor to the Windows of the Dying cleave : 

The Owls forget to ſcream ; no Midnight Sound 
Calls drowſy Echo from the hollow Ground : 

In Vaults the walking Fires extinguiſh'd lie; 

The Stars, Heav'n's Centry, wink, and ſeem to die. 
Such univerſal Silence ſpreads below, 

Throꝰ the vaſt Shades where I am doom'd to go; 


Nor ſhall I need a Violence to wound: 


The Storm is here, that drives me on the Ground ; 
Sure Means to make the Soul and Body part! 
A.burning Fever, and a broken Heart. 


What, hoa, Aranthes ! 


Enter Aranthes, 


I ſent thee to th* Apartment of A Hen 
I ſent thee, did I not? to be admitted. 
Aranth. You did, my Lord; but Oh, 
I fear to give you an Account. 
' Para. Alas! 


 Aranthes, I am got on t'other Side 


Of this bad World; and row am paſt al! Fecc, 

O ye avenging Gods! is theze a Plague 

Among your hoarded Bolts, and Heaps of Vengeaner, 

Beyond the mighty Loſs of Athen 3's ? 

"Tis Contradiction: Speak, then, fpeak, Aranth:: ; 

For all Misfortunes, if compar'd with that, 

Will make Varanes ſmile 
Aranth. My Lord, the Empreſs, 

Crown'd, and adorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 

At this dead Time of Night, with ſilent Pomp, 

As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret, 

But chiefly ſure from you; I ſay, the Empreſs 

Is now condu&ed by the nn. 


NHttirus, » 


60 TT HEUODUSIUS: Or, 


Atticus, and her Father, to the 'Temple, 
There to eſpouſe the Emp'ror Theodeſtus. 
Jara. Say'ft thou ? Is't certain? Ha! 
Aran. Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw them in Proceſſion. 


Jura Give me thy Sword. Malicious Fate! O Fortune! 


O giddy Chance! O Turn of Love and Greatneſs ! 
Marry'd! She has kept her Promiſe now indeed; 
And Oh! ker pointed Fame, and nice Revenge, 
Have reach'd their End. No, my Aranthes, no! 
I will not ſtay the lazy Execution | 
Of a ſlow Fever: Give me thy Hand, and ſwear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ſt me, 
T” obſerve the laſt Commands that I ſhall give thee: 
Stir not againſt my Purpoſe, as thou fear'it 
My Anger and Diſdain ; nor dare t' oproſe me 
With troubleſome, unneceſſary, formal Reaſons ; 
For what my Thought has doom'd, my Hand ſhall ſeal. 
I charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my Heart, 
Fixt as the Fate that throws me on the Point. 
Tho” I have liv'd a Perſan, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſolv'd, 
As any Greek or Reman of em all. 
Aran. What you command is terrible, but ſacred ; 
And to attone for this too cruel Duty, 
My Lord, I'll follow you — 
Vara. I charge thee not: 
But, when I'm dead, take the attending Slaves, 
And bear me, with my Blood diſtilling down, 
Strait to the Temple: Lay me, O Aranthes / 
Lay my cold Corſe at 4thenais Feet, 
And ſay, O why, why do my Eyes run o'er? 
Say with my lateſt Gaſp I groan'd for Pardon. 
Juſt here, my Friend, hold faſt, and fix the Sword: 
1 feel the Art'ry, where the Life Blocd lies; 
It heaves againſt the Point——Now, O ye Gods, 
lf for the greatly wretched you have Room, 
Fiepare my Place; for dauntleſs, Io! I come. 
The Force of Lowe thus makes the mortal Wound. 
Ard 4:cn:js fends me to the Ground, [Kills Himel. 
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SCENE IV. The Temple. 


Theodoſius, Athenais, Atticus joining their Hand. 
Marcian, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, Sc. Le- 
ontine. 


Attic. The more than Gordian Knot is ty'd, 
Which Death's ſtrong Arm ſhall ne er divide ; 
For, when to Bliſs ye wafted are, 
Your Spirits ſhall be wwedded there. 
Waters are loft, and Fires will dic; 
But Love alone can Fate diy. 


Enter Aranthes, with the B:d; of Varanes. 


Aran. Where is the Empreſs? Where ſhall I find 
Eudofia ? 

By Fate I'm ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, 
She has robb'd the World of Fame ; her Eyes have giv'n 
A Blaſt to the big Bloſſom of the War : 
Behold him there, nipt in his low'ry Morn, 
Compell'd to break his Promiſe of a Day, 
A Day that Conqueſt would have made her Boaſt: 
Behold her Laurel wither'd to the Root, 
Canker'd and kill'd by Atbenais Scorn, 

Athen. Dead, dead, Varancs / 

Theed. Alas! alas! FVaranes! Bat ſpeak, Aranthes, 
The Manner of his Fate ! | 

Aran. His Fever would, no doubt, by this have done 
What, ſome few Minutes paſt, his Sword perform'd. 
He heard from me your Progrefs to the Temple, 
How you deſign'd at Midnight to deceive him 
By a clandeſtine Marriage: But, my Lord, 


Had you beheld his Racks at my Relatien ; 


Or, had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe Torments, 
When from his dying Eyes, ſwoPn to the Brim, 

The big round Drops roll'd down his manly Face ; 
When from his hollow'd Breaſt a murm'ring Croud 


Of Groans ruſh'd forth, and echo'd, All is well; - 
| nen 


CT THE ODOSI US: Or, 7. 


Then had you ſeen him, O, ye cruel Gods! A 
Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 
And dye it to the Hilt, with theſe laſt Words W 
Bear me to Athenais 1 
Athen. Give me Way, my Lord. | mM 
I have moſt ſtrictly kept my Promiſe with you: Ti 
Jam your Bride, and you can aſk no more; 1 
Or, if you did, I'm paſt the Pow'r to give: 8 
But here! O here! on his cold bloody Breaſt, A 
Thus let me breathe my laſt. | [mean ? B 
Theod. O, Empreſs! what, what can this Tranſport T 
Are theſe our Nuptials ? theſe my promis'd Joys ? T 
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt Reſpect I pay 


Theſe fad Remains—And, O, thou mighty Spirit! 
If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 
Look down and hear the wretched Athenais, 
When thou ſhalt know, before I gave Conſent 
To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 
Into my Veins a cold and deadly Draught, 
Wilt thou not forgive me ? 
Theed.. Poiſon'd, to free thee from the Emperor! 
O, Athenais! thou haſt done a Deed. 
That tears my Heart. 
Athen. O, pardon me! 
I lay my dying Body at your Feet, 
And beg, my Lord, with my laſt Sighs intreat you, 
T'impute the Fault, if *tis a Fault, to Love; 
And the Ingratitude of A:henazs 
To her too cruel Stars : Remember, too, . 
I begg'd you would not let me ſee the Prince, 
Preſaging what has happen'd ; yet my Word, 
As to our Neptials, was inviolable. 
Theod. Ha! ſhe is going! ſee her languiſhing Eyes 
Draw in their Beams; the Sleep of is on her. 
Atben. Alas! alas, Faranes / 
T*embrace thee now is not Immodeſty; 
Or, if it were, I think my bleeding Heart 
Would make thee criminal in Death to claſp thee! 
©, Prince beloy'd! O Spirit moſt divine! 
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Thus by my Death I give thee all my Love, 

And 22 25 my Soul 7 Body ever thine —— Dies. 
Theod. O, Marcian! O, — did not the Pow'r 

Whom we adore, plant all his Thunder-bolts 

Againſt Self-murd'rers, I would periſh too: 

But, as I am, I ſwear to leave the Empire : 

To thee, my Siſter, I bequeath the World; 

And, yet a Gift more great, the gallant Marcian, 

On then, my Friend! now ſhew thy Roman Spirit 

As to her Sex, fair Athenais was, 

Be thou to thine a Pattern of true Honour. 

Thus we'll attone for all the preſent Crimes, 

That yet it may be ſaid, in After - times, 
No Age with ſuch Examples could com 
So great, ſo good, ſo virtuous, and fo fair? 
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25. Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, with Hayman's Cuts, and 
Notes by Dr. Newton, 2 vols. 125 

26. Regaincd, 2 vols. 108 

27. Cole's Latin and Engliſh Dictionary, 6s 

28. Boyer's French and Engliſh Dictionary, 78 A 
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29. Dr. Grey's Hudibras, 2 vols. 14s 

39. Stanhope's Thomas a Kempis, 4s 

31. Every Man his own Lawyer, 6s 

32. Dr. James's Diſpenſatory, 3d edit. 78 

33- Fielding's Works, with his Life, by Murphy, 
$ vols. 21. 88. 

34. Kimber's Baronets of England, 3 vols. 11 1s 

35. Mrs. Glaſs's Cookery, 5s 

36. Eſſays Medical and Experimental, by T. Percival, 
M. D. F. R. S. 3s 

37. Dyche's Engliſh Dictionary, 6s 

38. Bladen's Cæſar's Commentaries, cuts, 58 


Ovid's Metamorphoſis, Latin and Eng- 


40. Johnſon's Dictionary of the Engliſh Language, 
2 vols. 108 

41. Capell's Shakeſpeare, 10 vols. 21 2s 

42. Johnſon's Shakeſpeare, 8 vols. 21 8s 


43. Wells's Dionyſius, with maps, 3s 6d 
44+ The Hiſtory of Inland Navigations, and par- 


ticularly thoſe in Cheſhire, Lancaſhire, Staffordſhire, 
Derbyſhire, &c. with the intended one from Leeds to 
Liverpool, in 2 parts, price 2s. 6d. each, illuſtrated 
with geographical plans of the different Navigations, 
45. Marſhall on Sanctiſication, 3s 
46. Chambaud's French Exerciſes, 28 
47+ — Rudaments of the French Tongue, 23 
48. Macbride's Medical and Philoſophical Eſſays, 58 
49- Muller on Fortification, with plates, 6s 
30. Palermo*s Italian Grammar, 5s 
51. Smollet's Travels, 2 vols. 10s 
52. Anſon's Voyage round the World, by Walter, 
with Maps, 6s 
53. Treatiſe on Opium, by G. Young, M. D. 38 6d 
54. Kalm's Travels into North America, 2 vols. 
with cuts, 128 
55. Theobald's Shakeſpeare 


» 8 vols. cuts, 11 33 
56. Fortunate Country Maid, 2 vols. 6s 


+ The Prater, by Nicholas Babble, Eſq; 3s 
$7 D , * % Anti 
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58. Antigallican, or Adventures of H. Cobham, 
; 3s 
mo Adventures of Owen Gwin Vaughan, Eſq; 
2 vols. 6s 
60. Sir John Vanbrugh's Plays, 2 vols. 6s 
Q 61. Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, with cuts, 3s 6d 
62. Dr. Smollet's Quixote, plates, 4 vols. 128 
63. "The Works of Mr. G. Farquhar, 2 vols. 6s 
64. Sir Richard Steele's Dramatic Works, with his 
l, Life and Head, 3s 
65. Kimber's Peerage of England, with plates of 
umi, ſupporters, &c. &c. 3s 6d 
66. Kimber's Peerage of Scotland, with arms, &c, 
”@ 433 6d 
| p y Kimber's Peerage of Ireland, with arms, &c. 
8, $ 
p 68. Dr. Croxall's Zſop, 3s 
| 2 Fine Lady, by the Author of Miſs Melmoth, 2 
vols. 68 
70. Ovid's Art of Love, 3s 
r- 71. Mrs. Tereſia Conſtantia Philips, 3 vols. gs 
e, * Dramatic Works of N. Rowe, Eſq; 2 vols. 
to 55 ; 
ed 73. Howard's Dramatic Works, 38 
. 74. Letters of Abelard and Heloiſe, with Poems, 
by Mr. Pope and Mrs. Madan, cuts, 1s 6d ſewed 
75. The fame book on fine paper, with elegant 
23 plates, 2s 6d bound 
55 76. Fielding's Tom Jones, 4 vols. 128 
7. Otway's Dramatic Works and Love Letters, 3 
vols. gs 
78. Henrietta, by Mrs. Lenox, 2 vols. 6s 
er, 79. Memoirs of the Counteſs Berci, tranſlated by 
Mrs. Lenox, 2 vols. 6s 
d 80. Shakeſpeare*s Works, g vols. 16s 
Ils. $1. The Fair Circaſſian, a Dramatic Performance, 
with w_ by Dr. — 4 19 Ay 
82, Philips's Splendid Shilling, 35, or all his Poems, 
with cuts, 28 6d bound 
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83. Barrow's Naval Hiſtory, with 22 maps, naval 
engagements, heads, &c. 4 vols. 128 
84. Johnſon's Compleat Letter - Writer, 2s 
8;. Mrs. Centlivre's Plays, 3 vols. 10s 6d 
86. Cibber's Plays, 5 vols. 158 
87. The Unfaſhionable Wife, 2 vols. 6s 
88. Browne's Roman Hiſtory, for Schools, 25 
89. Martin's Gazetteer, with ſeven Maps, 3s 6d 
90. The Engliſh Theatre: Containing Twenty 
Comedies and Twenty Tragedies, 8 vols. 12mo. 
11 4s | | 
91. Genuine Memoirs of Maria, 2 vols. 6s 
92. Adventures of Frank Clive, 2 vols. 6s 
93. Hatton's Comes Commercii, 28 
94. The Noveliſt, with Cuts, 2 vols. 6s 
95. Pomfret's Poems, 1s 6d 
96. The Wanderer; or Memoirs of Charles Searle, 
Eſq; 2 vols. 6s 
97. Dr. Prieſtly's Engliſh Grammar, 1s 6d 
98. Dr. Prieſtly's large Engliſh Grammar, 3s 
99. The Fair Philoſopher, 2 vols. 6s 
100. Cleland's Surpriſes of Love, in four Novels, 
$ 
. 101. Roderick Random, 2 vols. 6s 
102. Gordon's Young Man's Companion, 2s 6d 
103. Mather's Young Man's Companion, 2s 


104. Hiſtory of Sir Charles Beaufort, 2 vols. 65 
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